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INTRODUCTION. 


| | bs 
IHE two principal requiſites for a ſinger; 
are an agreeable voice, and a good ear. 

Though there are many, that have neither of 
theſe requiſites, who will, to oblige company (as: 
they call it) in defiance, as it were,,gf both voice 
and ear, murder the compoſition pf the moſt 
eminent maſter, added to the ſoft glidi 
fures of an elegant poet.. 


It is recommended: to the former, rhat they 
do not, by waiting for too much intreaty, raiſe 
the expectation of the company higher than 
they are ſure they can gratify: And to the 
latter, to furniſh themſelves with ſome ſhort, . 
inſtructive, or entertaining ſtories, anecdotes, . 


c. : | 


Your too long delaying the requeſt of your 
friends, in a point which would give them plea- 
fure, and be a matter of eaſe to you, is, as a very 


-2- | great 
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courted. 


being guilty of a fallity. 


E 1 
great author obſeryes, an inexcuſable fault in © 
gentleman. As to the ladies, to whom nature 
has been much kinder, in endowing them with a 


fpweetneſs of voice ſo much ſuperior to the other 


ſex, he ſays nothing; whether he choſe to pay 


the ladies the compliment of letting them judge 
for themſelves, or thought they were more in- 


excuſeable than the gentlemen (as being much 
happier in that agreeable talent) I cannot ſay; 


therefore ſhall do as he has done. 


It is thought proper to ſay thus much on this. 


foible of refuſing to ſing when aſked, becauſe it 


is a very natural ſuppoſition, that few perſons 
that were too ill to ſing would (unleſs upon real 
buſineſs) come into- company ; therefore all the 


common rf, evaſions will be look'd upon (as 
a 


they real] re) an inſatiate defire of being 


It is commonly obferved, that thoſe who are ſo 
fond of begging to be excuſed, would (were the 
company thereon to ceaſe their intreaty) look 
upon it as the greateſt rudeneſs they could poſſi- 


bly be guilty of to them. 


If you cannot ſing, declare it poſitively, and 
it would be the height of rudeneſs in any . 
preſent, at ſuch a declaration, ever to aſk 


again; for, it would be ſuppoſing you capable of 


re 


* 3 


If you Jo not underſtand muſic, it is beſt to 


* 


learn your ſongs of thoſe who do; for it is 


much eaſier to learn ten ſongs that are new to 


you, than to be ſet right in one you have learnt 


wrong. 


Be careful to be perfect in the words of your 
ſongs; pronounce them properly, and as arti- 


culate as poſſible; it being the chief excellence 


of a ſinger to be underſtood. For all the graces, 
trills, cadences, ſhakes, or warblings, that may 
be thrown into a ſong, cannot make amends for 


keeping the company in the dark. with regard 


to the ſenſe of the poct. 


Remember, that ſenſe ſhould not” give way. 


” 0 ſound. 


There are many that make miſtakes in tho 
words of their ſongs through careleſſneſs, 
for want of conſideration ; but ſuch errors will 
oftener be en to | ignorance than inadver- 
tency. 


7 


Be Gee to avoid all awkward geſtures; it 
requires no other poſition, action, or expreſſion, 
in the ſinging of a ſong than in telling a e 
ſtory. 


There are ſome who (while they are ſinging. 
2 very ſprightly air which requires action and 
A3 expreſſion) 


3 
ati) will fall back in their bel and ſhut 


their eyes; others who are willing to avoid that 


fault, will fix theirs wide open, upon the cieling 


(or any other part of the room) as if they were 


apprehenſive that their ſinging would bring the 
houſe down upon their heads; nor will they 
quit their poſition till the ſong. be ended. Many 
other particularities of the like nature might be 


inſtanced, but it is hoped theſe will anſwer the. 
end that is propoſed... 


While any perſon is fii inging or performing 
on any inſtrument, beating the feet upon the 
ground, the hands upon the table, or any thing 
that makes a diſtin ſound, ſhould be avoided, 
leſt the performer or enger. ſhould be thereby 
diſconcerted. This caution is meant to thoſe who 
do underſtand muſic, as well as to thoſe who do 
not, leſt they ſhould incur the reputation of 2 
pedants, or impertinents. 


In company, the only cafe in which beating 
of time may be deem'd neceſſary, is in a Catch, 
or Duet, which ſhould be done by one of the 


performers ; ; but in a ſingle ſong it will appear 


affected. 


In ſinging, the mouth mould be rather more 
opened than in ſpeaking: Inſtead of which many 


Who have a very fine voice, deprive us of the | 
n of bearing the beſt notes of it by keeps 


E | 
- ing their teeth almoſt, if not quite ſhut, which. 


produces. inſtead: of a pleaſing tone, a jarring 
diſcord. 


It is recommended to ſing as ſoon: as aſk'd, 
and with as little of the uſual preparation as poſ- | 
ſible ; ſuch as coughing or tuning. | 


1 find: no rules laid down for the diet of a 
ſinger, but conclude from my own obſervation, | 
that that which agrees beſt with the. conſtitution. | 
is beſt for the voice. 
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TU NE EN I 
A Page 

S Luis on his couch extended lay T 
Attend each nymph, whoſe tender breaſt 11 

A jolly young fiſhmonger liv'd in the Strand 12 

A woman of faſhion had got the green ſickneſs 14 
A beautiful lady of fair London town Ms 
A buxom young girl keeps a yard 44 
A laſs, I dare not name her name 48 
At the ſign of the horſe, where old Spiz-text of courſe 57 
A taylor there was and he liv'd in a garret 86. 
Among all the arts which to a we purſue: 95 
A ſtateſman and a doctor 99 
As at length on her back Jenny Cod; was reclin d 101 
Aſſiſt me, muſe, while I relate 113 
As Chloe and I laſt midſummer day 12 
At Tenne hill there dwelt an old pair 130 

B 
Behold the lovely roly — 1 
Bacchus invites, to taſte dehghts 3: 
Believe me, good folks, I work hard at the plough 41 
Bra' John o Boot was a bonny muckle mon 70 
By an edict from Jova, all the deities met 108 
| © 


Come prick up your ears, and attend, firs, a while 13 
Come let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck ten 63 
Cot pleſs hur nople K—g, fir  _ 107 
Celebrated Dutch and German dialogue od 10 
| car 
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Dear Tom this n jug that now foams with mild ale 10 


Dear Chloe unbutton my breeches 
: E 
Each buck and jolly fellow 
1 8 


Goody Jenes had oft perceiv d- 


n 


Here's an ald ſong made- by a good ancient pate 


He that will not merry, merry be 


TL Henceforth no Engliſb brow ſhall ſmile 


Hark ! the horn — away | 
3 


In Holland we'te told, but I know not how true 


I fing of a damſel juſt turn'd of fifteen 


| In Great George, Weſtminſter, there liv:d 


4 


Fockey and Jenny Ii Iiv'd both i in one alley 
Jack and his maſter a wager laid 


ba T was blithſome, and Jenny was gaily 


3 25 E 


Let che wits of the age our attention engage 
Light of our mind, all hail prolific beam 


| Les theo. e ads war be DE. from afar: : 


Mankind ſo. deceitful are grown. | 
My charming Sylvia ſee 


N 


Now Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars 
Now the happy. knot is. ty. d 


37 


"Of 


31 
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O 
Once a lady requeſted a nobleman's hand 28 
O what will become of poor Darby Me Hons 45 
One ev'ning good-humour took wit as his gueſt 72 
Of all the occupations a man can take in hand 76 
One night as I lay muſing „ 87 
Of freedom no longer let Engliſhmen boaſt 90 
Once the Gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt 119 


O cruel maid, thy ſcorn forbear | 120 
Once fair Tenducci ſung, while filent on the ſtairs 127 


P 
permit me good people (a whimſical bard) 66 
Poor Dane mourn'd (lock'd up from love) 74 
R 
I Keformers are proud of their high occupation 20 
; 8 
8 | | | | 
Some coblers turn poets to ſerve their beſt friends 46 
Sweet is the little c—t that has no hair on't 85 
1 Some courtly youth whom love inſpires 118 
2 If Since I the motly garb put on 130 
4 T 


The birds begin to ſtrain their throats . 2 
7 | This is to give notice, that a man about fifty 3 
£4 "Twas laſt Saturday night | g 


The girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky 


20 
The riſing ſun had juſt begun 22 
The Biſhop of Ofory 285 


The four and twentieth day of May F 
The clock had ſtruck, faith I cannot tell what 38 
Twas on Eaſter Monday, of all days in the year 50 
To ſhew my foibles, Harry-didſt aſpire r 
The ſportſman may boaſt of his well ſcented konnd 79 
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The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 116 
There was an old man, and that's not uncommon 119 


?T'was at the gate of Calais, H ogarth tells 122 
* | 
Vat mean you, ſhon Eng1i/h, you make dis great poder 3 
Vere is mine lofe, mine pretty dammoſeina 78 
| W 
While others boaſt of Xirty's charms Ee 
Wine, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth ib, 
What makes my dear Myra ſo thoughtful, ſo coy 11 
When firſt I ſaw my fair in bed 19 
When I was a midſhipman in the Northumberland 53 
Whilſt on thy dear boſom lying 54 
When the trees were all bare not a leaf to be ſeen 55 
What means that tender figh my dear 56 
While penſive and ſerious ye think of a wife 71 
When, Delia, leaning on thy breaſt : 90 
When ſcottiſh oppreſſion rear d up its d—n'd head 94 
When firſt J ſaw thee graceful move 116 


While each love-ſick ſcribler to dreſs up the fair 120 
When Phebus the tops of the trees doth adorn 128 


With woman and wine I defy ev'ry care 129 
; | Y 

Young Sbrephon, on a ſummer's day 15 
Ye ſniv'ling fools who pine away 5 40 
Ye ſons and ye daughters of this happy iſle 62 
Ye bucks and ye jemmies, who amble the park 64 
Youthful and buxom—ſuch the will of fate 92 
Ye belles and beaux, attend my ſong 97 
Ye national ſchemers a while give me leave © 98 
Ye buxom Jads and laſſes e | 106 
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Collection of Songs, Ec. 


SONG „. 
An ODE on the SPRING. | 


EHOLD the lovely roſy hours, 
Glad with the ſmiles they bring 
Welcome again the blooming flow'rs 


Fair daughters of the ſpring. 


Now every obje& charms the ſight, 
Each ſcene new beauty yields; 
See nature furniſh with delight 
The meadows and the fields, 


he budding trees their pride reſume, 
Which winter ſnatch'd away ; 


ith ſweets the fanning gale's perſume, 
And bleſs the genial day, 


he feather'd ſongſters of the grove 
Now tune their am'rous lays; 
Yhile echo joins the voice of love, 
And warbles Anna's praiſe, 


B X Anna | 


1 
Anna! can trueſt | joys impart, 
And every ſenſe improve; 


*Tis Anna's youth, that warms my heart 
With virtue and with love. 


*Tis not in Myra's lovely ſmile, 
Or Daphne's brighter charms, 
In Anna's abſence can beguile, 
Or draw me to their arms. 


Tf her chaſte vows but conſtant prove, 
And be confirm'd on high ; 

With her I'll ſhare the ſweets of love, 
With her I'll live and die. 


MA. A New Sons. 


HE birds begin to ſtrain their throats, 
And warble through the grove ; 
The Cel in ſweet ſounding notes 
For May declares its love. 


The thruſh the linnet ever gay, 

Their choiceſt carols ſing ; 

Enraptur'd fly from ſpray to ſpray, 
And welcome back the ſpring. 


The lark in triumph ſozrs on high, 
Through air to chant its lay; 

And ſtill as fluttering in the ſky, 
It hails returning May. 


The robin and the wren ſo tame, 
The houſe the barn forſake; 
And in the hedge or on the plain | 

Of blooming May partake, 


In mutual love they ſpend the day, 
Each other they careſs: : 

They ſing, they chirp, they bill, they play, 
And happineſs poſſeſs. 


1 


The man who thus his mind employs, 
On virtue firmly bent, 

Within his boſom e ler enjoys 
Art mine of true content, 


SONG NI. 
ADVERFISEMENT. Mr B. 


TI. is to give notice, that a man about fifty, 


Healthful and ſtrong, and of humour 5 


Willing to taſte of a virtuous fruition, 
Would out of hand change his condition. 


Beauty and youth little ſtreſs will be laid on, 
But if he could he would marry a maiden; 
And to prevent any fruitleſs vexation. 

Widows are pray'd-not to make application, 


Caſh there muſt be in Hand or aunuity, 
For which a jointure in caſe of veduit 
Letters from principals—poſt-paid as directed. 
| Honour and ſecrecy may be: e. 


SONG W. 
A BACCHANALIAN SONG 


3 ACCHUS invites, to taſte delights 
Beneath the ſpreading Vine: 

With wreath and rod, th' ſtaggering god 
Quaffs off the ſparkling wine, 


Apollo's lyre, may ſtill inſpire; 
The poets muſing ſoul ; 

But we diſcry, more charms that lye, 
Within the flowing bowl. 


Wine of the beſt, will give a zeſt, 

And every ſenſe improve: 
Then he's an aſs, that baulks his glaſs, 
*Tis nectar—mix'd with love. 


B 2 


Let's 


— — 
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Let's care defy, yet ne er deny 

| To pledge the joyous heart; 
10 Whoſe noble mind, by wine refin'd, 
N Still acts the honeſt part. 


838 NG V. 
POLLY HIEL. 
HILE others boaſt of Kitty's charms, 
And ſcribbling authors are in arms, 
To flouriſh with their quills : 
J ſing of charms without a flaw, 


That pen nor pencil e'er cou'd draw 
So true as Pelly Hill's. 


Conceal'd within her hazel eye, | = 
A ſwarm of Cupids baſking lye, © 545 . 
To torture and to kill; es > 
The flames of love my vitals ſeize, 
I find myſelf all in a blaze, 
And burn for Polly Hill. 
Her breaſts, her neck, as lillies fair, 
Her dimpled cheeks, her auburn hair, 
Invite me oft to bill; 
On her ſweet lips I ſeal'd a kits, 
Sure Emblem of a future bliſs 
To me from Polly Hill, 
| Ye liſping beaux, ye prating ſmarts, 
Ye male coquettes, with female hearts, 
With envy rage your fill; 
While I pofſeſs the meek, the fair, 
And in my breaſt the image bear, 
Of lovely Polly Hill. | 


SONG Vi. 
The BACCHANALTANS. 


It's own Tune. 


INE, wine is alone the brisk fountain of mirth, 


Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has birth; 
What 


7 .( 
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What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
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den glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 


No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs aſter glaſs, my boys let us purſue, 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown, 

And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly fall down: 

At acts or repcals we diſdain to repine, _ | 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine: 

To Cæſar and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
To Cæſar, &c. 


His worſhip ſo grave, here may revel and roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne' er ſpoke ſo before; 
The parſon here ſtript of his prieſt- hood's diſguiſe, 
And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and grow wile ; 
The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 585 
The huſband, &c. Ys 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait. 
We ſeldom break necks, tho' we oft crack a pate; 
lf wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One bumper brings truce and another brings peace: 
"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, | 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, _ 
"Fis this, &c. . 


1 SONG vl 
FAT mean you, Shon Engli/h, you make dis great 
Wit your beef and your puthen, your dis dat and thother 
Pray vat do you mean, Sir, hit de Frenchmen in de teef, 
Vit your beef and your puthen, pour puthen and beef. 
| | 5 Derry down, &c. 
at tho' we've no beef nor puthen to eat. 

Te have de fine frogs dat be very cood meat, 
B 3 We 


3 
We make de friggaſce, wit the bon ſoup and ſallet, 


Which very well ſuits wit, de grand Frenchman's pallet 
Derry down, &c, 


You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon, 
But remember Shon Eugliſh, ve make you to run 
After us at Blenheim and Malplaquet battles, 
Where de gons dey rore, and de drums dey do rattle, | 
Derry down, &c. 


But now we muſt tell' you with. much . 

We intend'd to have pay'd you one viſit from Frauce; 
And if monſieur Haute would have let us come over 

In our flat bottom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover. 


Derry down, &c. 


But de De'el pick de Howli, he will not fly- away, 

But in de Breſt harbour oblige us to ſtay, 

Come ſquinting, and peeping, and play his mad frolick, 

Which gave: our poor ſailors von fit of de cholick. 
Derry down, &. 


But now me vill tell you vat come bye and bye;- 

Our admiral he take out his glaſs for to ſpy: _ 

He holloa's, truſs up, boys, there's nothing ro fear, 

Shon Engliſh be gone, and'de coaſt it be-clear; 
Derry down, &. 


Then we ſail'd out amain, and wethought to do ſomething 

But de dogs came again, and vid balls big as pumkins, 

They pounce us and pelt us and make ſuch a.clatter, 

Dat two or tree of our i ſhips fell down in de vater. 
Derry down, &c. 

Then monſſeur Conffins vas in a very great paſhon, 

And thought he'd do ſomething for de un of his 

nation; 
He boldly commands without more delay, 
Lou dogs take your heels and lets all run away. 


le, | 


ws» 


ick; 


. 
SONG VII. 
The FRENCH KING's Dis APPOIX TEN. 
ACA r A A. 


| RE CITATIVE. 


AS Louis on his couch extended lay, 

A Slumb'ring the diſcontented hours away, 

A power (ſcarce known in France) before him ſtood, 
Comus his name, of plenty, chearful God, 

Who thus addreſs'd the monarch with. a. ſmile, 
Behold, he cry'd, behold Brittania's iſle ! 


A I R. 
(Tune, We'll humble the Pride and the Glory of France.) 


There ſtrong as their oaks, the bold HBrilons appear, 
With health on their cheeks, and replete with good? 
cheer; HE 
No danger they know, for what nation dare boaſt, 
Save the bullies of France, an attempt on their coaſt? 
But now 'tis in vain, Sir, take care of your own; 
Beware of your perſon—beware of your throne, 


Behold ! where the Briton fatigu'd with his toils, 
O'er a Sir-loin of beef, all his labours beguiles, 
See the jug of ſtrong beer that approaches his lip, 
Such liquor a monarch of. France cannot ſip ; 
' From a loaf.of good wheat, Sir, he cuts with a glee,. 
Are the nobles of France. half ſo. happy as he? 
RP C1.TATLVE.. 


oy 9 


The grand monarch enraptur'd with the fight, . 


Wak d from his dream in hunger's keeneſt ſpite ;: 


«© Deſpiche. vous (he cry'd) apprend de beef, 
De pain, de beer from that one Engliſh defe.“ 
When lo! before his eyes with meagre looks, 
Pale want and famine—waited as his cooks. = 
a X $ : R, 


A I R. 
(Tune, Foot's Minuet.) 


Pardonnez moi (ſays want in a flutter) 


"Ht Et moi auſe (ſays famine ſo thin).“ 
100 Vat is you mutter, eh! vat is you ſplutter, 


Bring me, ſays Louis, come bring de beef in. 


O mon grand monarch of all de grand vorld, 
You be de greateſt prince in verite, 

But me muſt tell you plain, 

Dat you may rave in vain, 


There's no Exgliſh beef for your great majeſtie. 


80 N G IX. 
＋ WAS laſt Saturday night, 


I chanced to invite, 
Some friends of mine, good lack ſuch a fight 
Of maidens ſo bright, 5 
e make merry when maſter had put out the light: by 


7 
As I told you before, {| 
| There was Joan and three or four more; . 

Knocked faſt at the door, 1 
While loud I did ſnore, * 

And bid me get up for a ſom of a whore, 4th 

Now Gicele got wot, 1 

So drunken was got, EY” 

« Like a Pot-belly'd wench that we e miſs'd 1 Hy 
At the punch baſon. | F 


Then we went all to the back- ſide the hall, 
Every one, fir, | 
Then we did dance, 
And prance, 
And egad, we'd all manner of ſun, ſir, 
There we'd March beer enough, with cakes and ſuch ſtuff, 
' Made our bellies to puff, whilſt Roger the gruff; 
Becauſe Nell wou'd not buſtle, was in a ſad buff. ö 
i O 
9 | 


690 


Of thimble * i'd, ſhe ſimper'd and mild. 
And tho' ſhe em d toil'd, 
And her jacket was foil'd; 

Yet ſhe took it, dear me, fo wond'rous mild, 


Then each lad took his laſs round the waiſt, 
And did leap her, 
We all ſet ourſelves down on the ground, 
And we hunted the ſlipper, 
Whilſt Jerry, the groom, 
The wag of the room, 
Put the light out : 
The wenches did ſcream, 
Which wak'd from his dream, 
My maſter before it was quite out. 


With a hey-day, what the plague's here, 
Lou rogue with your geer, 
And your kitchen trade here, 

Devouring my meat, and guzzling my beer: 
Then in came the curate, with RRomach NUTS; 
Here's victuals I'm ſure on't, 
1d been here much ſooner had I been aware on't : 

Lord how he did peck, 
The de 11 break his neck, 
Fer a mongrel ; | 

Then he tipp'd me the beck, | 

For a bottle of ſack, | | 

\ _ Burſt his tunbrel, | 
He my miſtreſs did wake, 1 

Some pleaſure to take, 
For maſter's ſweet ſake; 


She pat on his cheek and 'call'd him: a rake, 


My maſter did laugh, 
To ſee him eat and quaff, | 
Like a glutton, for he eat up five fowls, ten tarts, 
And a whole ſhoulder of mutton. 
My maſter was pleas'd, good humour increas d, 
4 laugh d till J 1 ev'ry one got as drunk as a dug. 
| * 


Gi 
We all went to bed, there's no more to be ſaid, 
| | Of what follow'd, 
But I neer ſhall forget how we guttled and eat, 
Whoo'd and hallow'd. 
We broke all about, 
Both within and without; 
Scarce a bowl whole, 
Whilſt above all the reſt, 
Was the prieſt a. good jeſt, 
Caught f—k—g the cook, 
In the coal-hole. 


* 


NU. 
TOBY RE DVU cp. 


5 T0 it's own Tune. 


EAR To chis brown jug: that now foams ith: 
mild ale, 

(In which I will drink to ſweet: Nan of the 8 88 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 

In boozing about was his praiſe to excel, 


And among jolly topers he bore. off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a friend. and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with. honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath+doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a. Dorcheſter butt. 

His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 
And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug; 
Now ſacred to friendfhip, to mirth and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


1 


E 


8 ON xl. 
The COMPLAINT. 


TTEND each nymph, whoſe tender breaſt, 
No teazing pains have e'er oppreſt; 

Who never knew a ſigh or fear, 

That gently ſteals the filent tear; 

And let my hapleſs fortune prove, 

No /rare like beauty, nor no pain like love, 


Ungrateful ſex, who kneel and pray, 
And when they love us moſt betray :— 
Unthinking maids, who can believe, 
They ever lov'd that do deceive, 
Who to an artful and affected flame, 
At once reſign their honour and. their name. 


But hear, propitious goddeſs, hear! 
Dian! lend thy guardian ear; 
And ſtill thy . to deſerve, 
The virtue which thou lov'ſt preſerve; 
That cruel Coridon at length may find, 
Aa V. enus's form, Diana s ſpotleſs mind. 


SONG XI. 


PHAON and MRA. A Dial our. 


Pi HAT ron my dear Myra ſo thoughtful, 
Has Alixes preſum'd at her feet for to ſigh ; 

My heart'is diſtracted with doubt and with fear, 
Oh anſwer me quick, has Ali xet been here? 


Myr. Think not, my dear Phasn, your Myra will fly. 
To the arms of 4lixes, or barter her joy; 
For rich, or for poor, while in you ſhe can find 
Senſe, honour, and judgment together conjoin'd. 


Pha. Then why does my Myra thus cruelly ſight 
A paſlion ſincere, or fly from my ſight ! 
O eaſe me at once, from this torture, this pain, 

For death is more welcome than Myra's diſdain, 


Myr. The 
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Nor envy che wealthy ſince 2 is mine. 9 


His heart that had been, for twice fifteen years paſt, 


Cupid caught him, and made him in love with a l 7 


TO LY 


Myr. The maid that i is prudent her love will conceal, WP 
Nor ſuffer the lover her thoughts to reveal; BD 
Will keep him at diſtance, herſelf from reproach, | 
Till Hymen has lighted the nuptial torch, 


Duett. Come then, my Jear $ ear * * a | 6 | 
let's ſtay, | 8 x 


The moments are precions, to th' church haſte away; = 
My heart and my hand I with pleaſure reſign, i 


SONG xl 
The FISH MON G E R. 
(Tune, A Cobler there was, Kc.) . 


Jolly young Fiſhmonger liv'd in che Strand, 
As merry a grig as was known in the land ; 
For when at the Dolphin they met round the bowl, 
He would drink like a fiſh, and was reckon'd a /oal. 
| Derry down, down, down, derry down. - 


As ſound as a roach, was, he found, touch'd at laſt, 
With an arrow as ſharp as a book, it is ſaid, 


Derry down, &c. 


This damſel might Well a bright beauty be ſtil'd, 

Her cheeks were as red as a Iohſter when bald, 

Her eyes too, as learned hiltorians remark, _ 

Shone Juſt like two whitings when plac'd in the dark, 
: Derry down, Kc. 


When he aſk'd her the queſtion at firſt ſhe ſeem'd cor 7 
And vow'd that no mortal her ing thould enjoy; 3 
And when her ſoft boſom he offer'd to feel, | _ 
She * him and ſlipt thro? his. hand like an eel. 3 
Derry down, &c. 


N 
8 ba N — 
N . * 


1 > 
At length by intreaty the jade grew ſo free, 

a dhe ſtroak his fat gi//s, as ſhe ſate on his knee; 
And what too perhaps you may think very odd, 
She always delighted to play with his cod. 

Derry down, &c. 


4 It happen'd one day i in good humour he found her, 
He caught her and laid her as flat as a flounder ; 
Then did what he pleas'd in a loving embrace; 


1 h! ! who would not wiſh to have been in his plaiſe d 
7 | Derry down, &c. 


Some months had roll'd on, when the neighbours elt 
7 b 8 1 Out, | | 
PPWhat Zack and his handmaid had both been about ; 
oF 7 hey gigled and pointed, would cry out in ſcorn, 

* thornback has got 2 red herring with ſpawn. 


This tree is a ſucculant plant, I declare, 
{Conſiſting of only one ſtraight ſtem I ſwear; 
Its top ſometimes looks like a cherry in May, 
At other times more like a filbert, they ſay. 
Way Toll, loll, &c. 


0 Its fruit is contain'd in a fine velvet bag, 
And ſhaded around by a long hairy ſhag; 
NY W © Sometimes like a cabbage they cling up together, 


ih Sometimes hang as looſe as a purſe of waſh leather, 
1 Toll, loll, &c. | 


SER Derry down, &c. 
I in S ON G- XIV. 
ME prick up your ears, and attend, Sirs, a while, 
' Bl Me 2 PII ſing you a ſong that ſhall make you all ſmile : 
a n Tis a faithful deſcription of the true tree of life, 
So pleaſing to ev'ry maid, widow, and wife. 
1 Toll, loll, &c. 


1 This tree univerſal moſt countries produee, 
WE: But till the fifteenth year tis not fit for uſe; | 
— £ Than 
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\ Woman of faſhion had got the green ſickneſs, 


„ 
Than nine or ten inches it ſeldom grows higher, 


And that ſure's as much as the heart can deſire. 
Toll, loll, &c. 2 


Some great virtuoſi, this tree to improve, 


Have cut off its fruit, call'd the apples of love; 


But it never ſeeds after, 'tis not worth a louſe, 
Unleſs to make whiſtles for the opera-houſe. 
Toll, loll, &c. | 


Its juice taken inward is good for the ſpleen, 


And moves in an inſtant the ſickneſs call'd green; 


Tho' oft times it cauſes large tumors below; . = 
They diſperſe of themſelves in nine months or ſo, wa 
Toll, loll, &c. . | 


It heals all diſſention 'twixt huſband and wife, 
And makes her run glib thro' the turnpike of life: 
By a right application, its virtues won't fail, 

But then it muſt always be given in the tail. 


Toll, loll, &c. 
Ve ladies who long for a fight of this tree, 


Take this invitation, come hither to me, 

T have it juſt now in the height of perfection, 

For your handling adapted, and fit for injection. 
Toll, loll, &c. 


But moſt in the kingdom of Ireland it thrives, 


As well can be proved by their widows and wives ; 


Its juice is ſo hearty, ſo good, I inſiſt on't, : 
That moſt of their natives entirely ſubſiſt on't. 1 
Toll, loll, &c. 0 


SONG XV. . 7 
The eld famous KITTLEBENDER BALLAD para- 


phraſed, according to the Taſte now reigning, aud de- 
dicated to Mef}, SKEGGs and Co. 


And m her body much troubled with a wickedneſs ; : 
| At 1 
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At length ſhe applied to Trifiram Shandy, 
Who ſoon made her as well as can be. 
O rare Triſtram Shandy, 
rare, &C. 


When ſhe had pick'd out this ſame doctor, 
He laid her on the bed and k—k'd her, 
Said that was the practice of Tri/iram Shandy, 
Sure, faith ſhe, no better can be, 
O rare, &C, 


Oh Sir, quoth ſhe, I dread your doſe, 
Tis large,—'tis like the Straſburgh noſe: 
Fear not, dear madam, quoth Tram Shandy, 
T will ſuit your—ſwallow, as nice as can be. 

0 rare; Rc. | 


Fenny Cameron follow'd the young pretender, 
For the ſake of his dear kittlebender ; 
But ſhe had left him, as ſure as can be, 


Had ſhe known our Triſtram Shandy. 
O rare, &, 


Ye maidens and madams, whoſe fancies are itching, 
To perfect yourſelves in this new way of ſtitching ; 
Read the life and opinions of Tri/tram Shandy, 

You'll move like clock-work as true as can be, 
rare, &c, 


S ON G XVI. 
Mi POLLY BOWES. 
(Tune, Thus Kitty beautiful and young.) 
OUNG Strephon, on a ſummer's day, 
Forſook his fleecy care, 
In queſt of Delia went aſtray, 


To trace her every where. 
Inſpir'd with love and fierce deſire, 
To London city came, 
For Delia rais'd a raging fire, 
Which abſence ne'er could tame. 


The 
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On earth he caſt his piercing eyes, 


( 16 ) 


- 


Each fair one mov'd his heart; 

Where charms appear'd, he Delia cry'd,. 
Oh, now, we ne'er muſt part ! 

Tho! oft deceiv'd, a blooming fair 
Once more his ardour 'roſe, 

I've Delia now, adieu to. care, 


And ferz'd on Polly Bowes, 


The thronged ſtreets his eyes ſurpriz'd,. 


In tranſport loſt, he view'd her charms, 
His eyes with pleaſure flow'd; 
With joy he graſp'd her lilly arms, 
His cheeks with bluſnhes glow'd : 
With modeſt grace, the. fair addreſs'd, 
Thy face out- blooms the roſe: | 
Thou'rt Delia ſure, ſweeteſt, beſt :. 
Na, anfwer'd Polly Bowes, 


No wonder that the ſhepherd err'd,. 
Since Cupid did the ſame, 

Who ſoars in air like any bird, 
Drop where his mother came; 


And left the gods abode; 


*Tis Venus ſure, in rapture cries, 


And kneel'd to Polly Bowes. 


Thus Kitty Fiſher grac'd the ſong, 


And rais'd the tuneful note; 
To tell her charms the ſheets have rung, 
With pleaſing, warbl'ing throats : 


But Ky now may ſtrive in vain, 


To draw her former beaux, 
She muſt retire, and yield the reign. 
To charming Polly Bowes, 


SONG XVI. 
A Beautiful lady of fair London town, 


\ Was woo'd by a Frenchman, a teague, and a clown, 
| | 1 With 
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With others that fain would be bone of her bone, 


And the courtſhips I'll relate to you. 
With à tol de rol. 


The firſt that appear'd was a man of the mode, 
A Frenchman by birth, Spitalfields his abode, 
He addreſs'd. this ebe in taſte a- la- mode, 
And thus he ſaid: 


Madam, you are de very prettieſt creature of all de 
vorld; your two eyes, madam, be two burning glaſſes, 
which ſette my ſoul on fire; you make my heart jump 
for joy, to ſee that taper waiſt, and lilly white hand. 
1 1 die for love of you juit now preſently, 
T9 With a tol de rol. 


The next was a teague, juſt from Dublin come o'er, 
5 proud to ſet foot on Britannid's ſhore, 
He was very proud, and damnable poor, 
. And thus he ſaid : 


Arra, dear creature, was you in Dublin city, Ta 
— wear you was the fineſt creature in all London town, 


, ; F I am as great a man as any in all 7reland, and 4 as proof 
thereof, I've brought you a ring with a ſmall diamond 
W: in the middle as big as a large potatoe ; and if you'll : 


"38 have me, I'll make you as. good. a huſband as no man 
1 living. 


With a tal de rol. 


Ihe next that appear'd was a Devonſhire clown, 
Who to court this fair lady was come up to town, 
e made a low bow, and fat himſelf down, 

bY And thus he ſaid: 


7g 5 heart, fair lady; you are very fine, with + a 
> your laced lappets and filk gown : I no not how to 
Court ſo fair a lady, not I: Iſe go down in the country 
again, and aſk me father. There's eyes black as ſoot, 
1 cheeks red as hung beef, and bubbies white and ſoft as 
"8 CS — 


©, & | 
good fat bacon, I no nothing of the matter, but if 755 
you ll have me, I'll have you. | 
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With a tol de rol. H 


The next that appear'd was a quaker ſo prim, _ = 
With his primitive face, and a very broad brim, 1 
He addreis'd the fair lady without moving a limb, 2 


— — — — — ——— 
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Fair lump of earth, quit the vanities of this our Ba- 7 
Wh; || zylon; look unto me as I look unto thee, in the ſpirit of 
N love, in the ſpirit of truth, in the ſpirit of faithfulneſs, 
Wis! | fo that thee become bone of my bone, fruitful as the 7 
1 Vine; yea, as the tree that groweth by the water-ſide. 

if And thy ſeed ſhall be number'd with the faithful. Saraz, 7 
hold up thy right leg, and now thy leſt, Sarah, and 1 
will put the prick of conſcience into thee, Sarah. 

. | With a tol de rol. 


The next that appear'd was a ſwaggering blade, ON 
And, as we may ſay, was a ſoldier by trade, 3 
He ſwore that none of them the lady ſhould have, K 


For zoonds and blood, fire and ſmoke, my name's 
Capt. Fla/h; and ſhould I ſee a rival to your charms, © 
I'd ſtick him againſt the wall; I'd flay thouſands to wy 
make you ſmile; and had you a hundred ſuitors here 
preſent, I'd cut off their legs, and make them dance 


— — — — 
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| upon their ſtumps to give you joy. Jam great and 1 
| valiant as Ceſar. | 5 IF 
| With a tol de rol. 3 
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The next that appear'd was a jolly briſk tar, = 
With Admiral Anſon enrich'd by the war, 135 
He of all others thought himſelf on a par, 5 

pr And thus he ſaid: 
Well, me heart, we are now got within gun- ſhot of 
each other: Suppoſe we bring too, and let the parſon 
fplice us together, for thof I ſay it that ſhould not 

ſay it, I am as well rigg'd as any man in London; and 5 
you are a pretty, little, tight frigate, and well rigg eg 
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| F 3 Inclines the am'rous vine. 


6 by 
1 T 
1,4 7 - 
1 


2 
too; you only want to be well mann'd, you jade: Now 


oy | ſappoſe you and I was gunnel-deep on a good ſoft 
. feather- bed, and I along- ſide of you, mark you that; 
2 why, if you got a-head of me, I'd crowd all the ail I 
could till I came up with you; I'd board your poop 
I'd laſh my main yard to your larboard quarter; and if 
I did not find out your gang-way, damme, madam; and 
he muſt be a good one that takes you from me, darm. 
BR With a tol de rol. 
SONG XVIII. 
The WEDDinG NiGcnr,. 
Or martial Love. 
"2X 'F7HEN firſt I ſaw my fair in bed, 
| J Her cheeks with crimſon bluſhes ſpread, 
1 The bluſhes of a maid ; 
How throb'd with joy my am rous . 
5 le DrLiA in my arms I preſt, 
8 7275 | Half yielding, half afraid, 
7 1 At length my fair, at length I cry, 
No longer cruelly deny, 
$0 ; The mighty joy we'll prove; 
In ſearch of unexperienc'd bliſs, 
In creas'd by every burning kiſs, 
9 I now attend my love. 
% TT hen preffing ſtill with eager haſte, 
1 The lovely Zeſtus of her waiſt, 
"5% 7 Was once for all unbound; 


bY. © Tranſported with the mighty j joy, 


Alas! ſhe cries my glorious boy, 
What bliſs in love is found? 


| Thus lock'd within each other's arms, 
I rifled all my DerL14's charms, 

1 My De L 14 rifled mine; 
Around the ſtill-ſupporting tree, 
| Thus faſten'd with eternal glee, 
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SONG XIX. 
The REFORMERS. 
Tune : The. Roaſt Beef of Old England. 
Eformers are proud of their high occupation, 
J Officious preach up the old hum, reformation ;. 


Sure-all muſt reform at ſuch good invitation, 
O ye reformers of our times, 


Ye tools of Methodical zeal, 


_ How happy are we, firs, to each other nation, 
When thoſe who are vileſt in morals and ſtation, . 
Can juſtify plans without juſtification 2: 


Is this with a view to attain reputation 
On Earth, or in Heav'n your future ſalvation, 
Or kindly to ſave us from Hell and damnation? 


What's ſerving on Sundays compar'd with oppreſſion? 


Is ſelling: of fruit ſuch a horrid tranſgreſſion? 
Don't they break the Sabbath to get information? 


Can they mind their church or divine revelation, 
Who during the ſermon are ſeeking occaſion, 
To plunge the diſtreſt into more tribulation? 


Then ceaſe you dull aſſes ſuch vile arrogation, 
The poor are oppreſt, and for want of compaſſion, 
Jou deſerve from the hangman ſevere flagellation. 


SONG XX. 
The GIRLS of K¹ILEE NN Y. 


Tune: hben 7 Was a young man I ſat in the parlour.” 


T* girls of Xillenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
Would oftentimes treat me with claret and whiſkey. 
Butleroo, diddero. 
Cauſe 


Cauſe why, I could dance, ſing, and caper ſo gaily;, 


And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shi/laley 
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But Cupid the blinker, that arch miſchief maker, 
For Raggedy Madge caus'd my bowels to quake, fir, 


* 
* 
1 
5 


Oh! Ruggedy Madge was the fair creature's name, fir, 


For whom my boſom was all in a flame, fir. 

But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 

I tumbled down backwards ſtrait forwards before her. 
5 8 


Sweet creature, ſaid I, can you fancy a lover, 

That now will conceal what he now will diſcover ? 

1 But ſhe with her looks and her tougue gan to: jeer me, 
And ſhutting her eyes was refolv'd not to hear me. 


Struck dumb with this uſage, ſaid I, you falſe creature, 
ou'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor later, 


Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
| And pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 


Then when you are dead, they will treat you with laughter, 


2 


SONG XXI. 
Ty TOL; or, The CounTry DANCE. 
'Tune: The B lackguard, 


Ikey and Fenny liv'd both in one alley, 
And ſoon one May morning by chance they did meet; 


Charmer, ſays Jockey, where trudge you ſo early, 

Pray ſhall I go with you my honey and ſweet ? 

I go to the meadow ſo fragrant and gay, 

And if you'll go with me I will not ſay nay. | 

6: _ Ty tol, ty tol, &c. 
On. 


; ( 837 ) '; 
On they went jogging, and ſoon they got thither, 
Diſcourſing of love, and amours, and of knock ; - | 


The rays of bright Phzbus combining together, 
Induc'd them at length to repoſe on a cock, 
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Says Jockey, my dear, O pray will you hear 
The new country-dance I learnt at the fair ? 
Tockey, ſays Fenny, oblige me you'll greatly, 
If quickly your bagpipes you ſweetly will tune; 
With baſs and with treble perform it fo neatly, 
EKEind nature will dictate the figure right ſoon : * 
So 7ockey with haſte pull'd out of its caſe _ 
His merry bagpipe, and play'd with a grace, Ve 
I will fall backwards, ſays ſhe, and foot truly, | 8 
And you ſhall croſs over and then figure iz ; 9 
You at the top muit face me moſt duly, N 
While I at the 5977012 will with you begin, IF 
| To move up and down (of all cares bereft) T 
| And ſet it and foot it with right and with left, 1] 
| Once more, ſays ſhe, come play it me over, 0 
[i Leſt the tune and the figure I ſoon may forget; 


To learn ſuch another I'd trip it to Dover, YN 
Tho't makes me to wriggle, to pant, and to ſweat. 

Thus beyond all deſcription of ink and a pen, | 

Their joys were repeated again and again, 


Fockey and Ferny ſo often did dally, 
And dance it and foot it at night, morn, and noon, 
Till the knowing old woman that liv'd in the alley, © 
Suſpected that Fenny had danc'd to ſome tune; g 
And ſure as a gun, when nine months were run, 
She ſafely brought forth a plump daughter and ſon. 


The tune and the dance ſo ſweet and ſo charming, 
The girls of the parith approv'd its effect, 
That before the harveſt ended by Cupid's alarming, 
They all had rehears'd it ſans fear or regret, 
With bagpipe or flute, ſonorous or mute, 


They danc'd, kiſs'd, and h—p'd whene'er it did ſuit, 


— Tune: 


7 Va 
* dt 


SONG XX. 
ay Tune : Chaiſe Marine, 
= HE riſing ſun had. juſt begun 
To ſtreak the eaſtern ſky, 
en as I trod the flow'ry road, 
A ſwain came whiſtling by: 
We long had lov'd,—both each approv'd, 
Some time had run love's race; 
: He begg'd the bliſs, and ſtole a kiſs, 
He did before my face. 


Te not content, now what he meant, 
plainly did foreſee s 
One hand he preſs'd upon my breaſt, 
And rother upon my knee, 
Now grown more bold, he catches hold; 
Faſt in another place; ; 
Then ſaucy 7ock got to my ſmock, 
Je did before my face. 


a + 
— 


ws 


on the ground, where dazies round 
Rad deck'd the painted bed, 

'Mi Wt flow'ry pride, my thighs ſtretch'd wide, 
Pat full length was laid: 

ITI E fiery boy, bur nt with fierce joy, 
goon gave the cloſe embrace: 

nſt Hymen's laws, Love's weapon draws, 
Ke did before my face. 


eat. 


A he youth ne'er teaz'd, the ſport well pleas'd, 


FEET 


He oft repeats the ſame : 
Mays we try, to ſatisfy, 


: And quench the raging flame. 
Now wrapt in bliſs, with ev'ry kiſs ! 
*ZEnjoyment's lab'rinth trace; 
id with love's play, he dy'd away, — 
4 e did before my face. 
it Wi Ih fond careſs, to an exceſs, 


mutual tranſports lay; 


No 


9 —— —— ——u——ͤH0 


He took up his pen, to obey her command, 


No more love's fire, could raiſe deſire, N 
He ould, fad ſwain, no more artaki; EY 


e 


He was in doleful caſe ; 
He'd done his beſt, and for the reſt, 
Poor Joch he hung an a-ſe. 


SONG XXIII. 
„AN 


Tune: Puſh about the briſk bowl, 


NCE a lady requeſted a nobleman's hand, 
That her letter might go carriage free ; 


And on it wrote C—u—n—t, 


Free, free 


And on it wrote C—u—n—t, 


The maid was diſpatch' d to the poſt-maſter ftrait, 4 
Who told her it would not go free, =. 


For the parliament houſe ſince the reign of queen Anne, 
Was not ſubject to C- unt. 3 

Free, free, 

Vas not ſubjed 70 Commu—nt—, 


Then the general was call'd, and the buſineſs diſclos d, 
Who ask'd what the matter could be; A 
Oh! ho ! quoth the old one, I ne'er was thus poz'd, 
What a pox is this C—u—n—t, 
This 1 
What a pox is this C—u—n-t. 


It's a nobleman's title, replied the fair maid, 
Which ſaid, then ſhe turn'd away blunt, 
A title! a t-rd ; you impudent jade, 
_ Sure C—u—n—t does ſpell Ct, 
« Spell itt, 
« Sare C—u—n—t does ſpell * 


* 
"5 

T* 4 

« RP Or 5 
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„ For I'm ſure it's us'd at a baron's creation, 
== < Or by godfather's nam'd at the font, 
e Nor knights of the garter, nor bath's inſtallation, 
: «© No herald can quarter a C- t, 


9 | ec a Conf y 
8 ct No herald can quarter a -t.“ 
YN At her head the frank flew, while his clerk reckon'd 


> How they might for precedent hunt, 


But they found in the reign of king Charles the ſecond, 
> Noſt members made uſe of a Ct, 


was raiſing the cuſtoms, and helping th' exciſe : 
4 For the gen'ral receiver was C—t, 


; was C—t, 
1 For the gen' ral receiver was C—?. 
Away ran the maid in a hurry, for fear 
e, Fer miſtreſs ſhould take an affront, 
The man hobbl'd after—and, cries out, © my dear, 
Pray let me take hold of thy C—t, 
EL « thy C—f, 
' ce Pray let me take hold of thy t.“ 
05d To the kitchen ſhe flew, where he follow'd after, 
oO And ſtrongly inſiſted upon't ; 
On the ſtairs he o'ertook her, crying out, © lord, miſtreſs, 
2 Here's a man will catch hold of my Ct, 
-f, | « my C=, 


Here's à man will catch hold of my Ct. 
hne miſtreſs came down to know what they were at; 
2X Demanding this letter to ſee; 

But no queſtions ſhe ask'd, for ſhe ſoon ſmelt the rat, 
3 On beholding of C-u—n—t, 


a | paw, paw, 
. On beholding of Cu—n—t, 
Ta D | At 


11 


At the poſtman ſhe ſmil'd, and her error ſhe own'd ; 
My maid brought this letter to me, 
<© But the like miſtake queen Elizabeth made, 
For C=t is ſpell'd C- unt, 
 *& zndeed, 
% For C—t is ſfpel'd C—u—n-t,” 


Then let us bar miſtake, and each keep his word, 
May the ink from your pen follow free, 


Here's a health to the man that draws the beſt ſword, 


In defence of a . 
4 8 
In defence of a C—u—n—t. 


SONG XXIV. 
The BISHOP of OSSORY. 


N the days of the late Jen Ann, there was a Biſhop 
| of Cory, who uſed, when in town, to lodge at a 

relation's, who was member of a club held at the Bum- 
per tavern, in Covert-garden, then kept by Mr Eaftcourt. 
It happen'd on a time when his Lordſhip was in town, 
that it was his friend's turn to be chairman of the club. 
He was unwilling to diſoblige his Lordſhip, by leaving 
him alone, yet could not think of diſobliging his bon 
companions, and appear'd a little embarraſs'd ; which 
his Lordſhip obſerving, ſays to him, Couſin, you ap- 
pear to be under ſome uneaſineſs of mind, which I 
imagine 1s occaſioned on my account; and I am afraid 
you often ſtay at home out of complaiſance to me, when 
you could be more joyouſly engaged with your friends 

ver a bottle: now if the caſe is as I imagine, e'en, in 
God's name, go and enjoy yourſelf with your friends, 
whilſt I ſtay at home; make a ſupper of a dozen and 
half of eggs, drink five or fix bottles of port, and go 
{oberly to bed; for though I by my ſpiritual function 
am ſecluded from ſociety, yet am I far from being an 
enemy to ſocial mirth, | 


Couſin. 
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Lordſhip's ſatisfaction. 


( 27) 


Couſin, My Lord, ſince your Lordſhip has been ſo 
good as to break the ice, I'll venture to inform your 
Lordſhip, that I am this evening appointed chairman 


of a club held at Mr Eaftcourt's, Mr Eaftcourt, ſays 


his Lordſhip, I've heard he 1s a merry man. 


Couſin, Yes, my Lord, I aſſure your Lordſhip he is; 
and as your Lordſhip has declared yourſelf no enemy 
to ſocial mirth, if your Lordſhip will honour us with 
your company, I'll anſwer nothing {hall be offered that 
can offend the niceſt ear, 


My Lord. Say you ſo, couſin? Then I'll attend.— 
Fonathan, bring the coach to the door, and do you 


hear, bring me my white-headed cane, and fur gloves; 


I'm going to Mr Eaſtcourt's. The coach being brought 
to the door, my Lord and his couſin ſtept in, and was 
drove to the tavern, where they were politely received 
by Mr Eaſteourt, who introduced his Lordſhip to the 
company. They were ſo highly pleas'd with his Lord- 
thip's company, that at nine o'clock when Jonathan 
acquainted his Lordſhip that the coach was at the door, 
they defired his Lordſhip's attention, while Mr Eaftcourt 
lung a ſong concerning gun-powder treaſon, | 


My Lord. A ſong concerning gun-powder treaſon !- 
it muſt be a good one, I will attend, | 
Mr Eafſtcourt begun as follows : 
It was on the fourth of November. 


My Lord. How! do you ſay, good Mr Eaftcourt, it 
was on the fourth of November? Give me leave to tell 
you, that I believe you are a little out in your chronolo- 


$y, for if I'm not miſtaken, that damnable plot was to 
have been executed on another day. 


Mr Eaſt, If your Lordſhip will honour me with a 
moment's patience, T'll clear that point entirely to your 


D 2 My Lord. 
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( 28 ) 
My Lord. Then don't let me interrupt you, good 
Mr Eaſtcourt, 


Mr E. It was on the fourth of Nevember, 
The Papi/ts had on a drift, a; 
t was their deſign, for to undermine, 
And to blow us all up on the fifth, a. 


My Lerd. Now, Mr Faftcourt, you've made the cafe 
clear; and give me leave to tell you, your ſong is both 
biſtorical and chronological : but don't let me interrupt 
you, good Mr Eaftcourt, 


M, E. The King he went to the R 
With all his noble Peers, a. 


My Lord. Ah! Mr Eaftcourt, and a noble fight it 
was to ſee the King and all his noble Peers go. to.the 


Parliament-houſe; O! 'twas a glorious fight : but 
don't let me interrupt you, good Mr Eaftcourt, 


Mr E. The King he went to the Parliament- houſe, 

With all his noble Peers, a; 

But had he known, where he was to've been blown, 
Why, he would not have gone for his ears, a. 


My Lord. No, to be ſure, Mr Fafterurt, any body 


that is acquainted with King Zames's great wiſdom and 


profound ſagacity will believe, that his Majeſty would 
not have gone to the Parliament-houſe if he had known 


of the damnable plot that was hatching againſt him : 


but don't let me interrupt you, good Mr Eaftcourt. 


Mr. E. I think, ſays the King, that I ſmell and a plot, 
For the King was an excellent ſmeller. 


My Lord. How! do you ſay, Mr Eaſtcourt, the Ling 
was an excellent ſmeller; give me leave to tell you, I 
never heard that mention'd by any of our hiſtorians: if 
you pleaſe, I'Il take a little memorandum of it; for— 


the—King—was—an—excellent—ſm—e, no, Ef lie, — 


| {—m—e—l—kr; ab, three I's does it, for the King 


Was 
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Tou lie, ſays Matt enrag'd, 
I know my letters well, Sir; 


And cou'd, but I'm engag'd, 
Give proofs that I can ſpell, Sir. 


W Broomſtick vile. 
Lords, dfikes, and earls, I pleaſe, 


With ſinging, fun, and grunting, 
I blow the horn with eaſe, 
And I can ride a hunting. 
Broomſtick vile. 


RECITATIVE., 
This ſaid, the broomſtick haſtily he took, 
And ſnapt it ſhort-at one malicious ſtroke ; 


Nor ended there his dread revengeful 1 ive.” 
But with a grim he thruſt it in the fire: 


Tho' ſoon his voice in penitential ſtrain, 


His broomſtick thus bemoan'd, but mourn'd in vain; 


AIR. To the tune of, My fond Shepherd. 


My poor broomſtick of broomſticks the beſt, 
On which I've been us'd for to play; 


Whoſe notes were the ſweeteſt confeſt, 


To aſhes is burnt. quite away. 


O where ſhall I find one ſo dear, 
That the table has «« ſet in a roar,” 
Thy grunting ſo pleaſant and - Mi 
Shall revive the choice ſpirits no more, 


8 ON. G XXVI. 


Tune : Sally, beginning 0 all. the girli that ars 


ſo ſmart, 


| 0OODY JONES had oft perceiv'd' 
Her daughter Peg complaining; | 
Her hair hang'd looſe, her ſtays unlac d— 
She. long' d to. know the meaning ! 


Says. 
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Says ſhe, ec dear daughter what's the cauſe 
Of all your ſighs and wailing ? 
Come, tell me truly how it is, : 
And how, and where's your ailing ?” 


Oh ! mother, I will tell you now, 
What 'tis ſo long has griev'd me; 
Young Roger has, for all his vow, 
I fear at length deceiv'd me: 
He told me all the fineſt things ! 
His talking did ſo charm me; 
And when he got me in the barn, 
He ſwore he would not harm me. 


The mother ſoon found ont what twas 
That made poor Peg uneaſy; 
She wrung her hands, and ſtampt and tore, 
As if ſhe had been crazy; 
She on her belly laid her hand, 
And fonnd it hard and frelling— 
« You ſlut, you forward jade,” ſays the, 
« Your ruin needs no telling,” 


Oh ! mother, pray, forgive my fault ! 
He promis'd me ſo fairly, 
He'd marry me, if I'd comply, 
And ſwore it too ſincerely ; 
He look'd ſo neat, and kiſs'd ſo ſweet, 
Tas all in vain diſſembling; 
I could not ſtop his eager hand, 
I was in ſuch a trembling, 


« Oh lack! that ever I was born; 
« You ſurely might have ſtop'd him; 
« would have pinch'd his impudence—- 
« And held and ſoundly flap'd him. 
«© The thoughts of being got with child, 
Lou jade might ſurely thame you; 
But tell me truly how it was, 
« And where he overcame you?“ 


t 33 


Vhy, in the hay-loft firſt it was, 
As one day we were playing, 
e laid me down dream'd no harm, 
For ſide-long we were laying; 
But ſoon he turn'd me on my back, 
And fiercely got upon me; 
And when 'twas in, ſuch pain I felt, 
l ſwore he had undone me. | 


ut not content with the firſt time, 
Xx E're yet he ſcarce had ended, 
Again, unable to reſiſt, 

My willing legs extended, — 
And, then it was, I do believe, 
He caus'd my belly's plumping: 
For after that he did lye ſtill, 

XZ The'I was ſtill for humping. 


SONG XXVII. 


HE four and twentieth day .of May, 
Of all days in the year, fir, © - 

A virgin lady bright and gay, 
= Did privately appear, fir, 

== Cloſe by a river ſide, which ſhe 

Did fingle out the rather, 

*Cauſe ſhe was ſure ſhe was ſecure, 

And had a mind to bathe Her. 


With glittering glance her jealous eyes 
3 Did ily . e . 24 
yo ſee if any lurking ſpies 

XF Were hid to find her out, ſir, 
And being well aſſur'd that none 

3 Could view her nakedneſs, fir, 
She pull'd her robes of one by one, 

'Y And did herſelf undreſs, fir. 


Tune: 7ohnny Adair of Kilternas, 


Her 


4158: 


Her purple mantle fring'd with gold, 
Her ivory hands unpin'd, fir, 
Which would have made a coward bold, 
Or tempt a ſaint to ſin, ſir; 
She turn'd about to look again, 
J hope, ſays ihe, I'm ſafe ;—ob : 
And then her roſy petticoat 
She preſently pull'd off. oh! 


The ſnow- white ſmock which ſhe had on, 
Tranſparently to deck her, 

Look'd like a cambrick or a lavn 
On an alabaſter picture 

Thro' which your eye might faintly 'ſpy 
Her belly and her back, fir ; 

Her limbs were ſtrait, and all was white, 


But that which ſhould be black, ſir. 


The part which ſhe's aſham'd to ſee, 
Without a ſmiling bluſh, ſir, 
Appear'd like curious tifany . 
Diſplay'd upon a buſh, fir ; = 
But that poſterior extreme limb, 
She cannot look upon, fir, 
Did like a twiſted cherry ſeem, 
Before the white is gone, fir, 


As when a maſking ſcene is drawn, 
And new lights do appear, fir, 
When ſhe pull'd off her ſmock of lawn, 
Juſt ſuch a fight was there, fir : 
The bright reflection of her eyes 
Thro' every limb was ſtrew'd, fir, 
As when the radiant ſun doth riſk. 
And gilds each neigh'bring cloud, fir, 


Into the fluent ſtream ſhe leap'd, 
Which look'd like liquid laſs, ſir, 

The fiſhes from all quarters crept, 
To ſee what anget 'twas, fir ; 


1 


she did ſo like a viſion look, 

Or fancy in a dream, ſir; | 
Twas thought the ſun the ſky forſook, 
And dropt into the ſtream, fir, 


ach fiſh did wiſh itſelf a man, 

About her all did ſwarm, fir, 

And at the ſight of her began 

To ſpread about their ſpawn, fir ; 

Phe turn'd to ſwim upon her back, 
And ſo diſplay'd her banner, — 

f 7ove himſelf in heav'n had been, 
He would have drop'd upon her. 


hus was the river's diamond head 

With pearl and ſaphire crown'd, fir, 

Jer legs did ſhove, her arms did move, 
Her body did rebound, fir : 

dhe that did quaff the juice of joys, 
Fur Venus, queen of love, ſir, 

Vith Mars did never in more ways 

Of melting motion move, fir, 


lad, that long her love had been, 
And could obtain no grace, ir, 
or all her prying, lay unſeen, 
Hid in a ſecret place, fir ; 
Vho oft by her had been repuls'd, 
When he did come to woo her, 
Pull'd of his cloaths moſt furiouſly, 
And then he ran ints her— 


Phe ſhrieks, ſhe ſtrives, and down the dives ; 
He fetch'd her up again, fir ; 
le had her o'er. upon the ſhore, 
And then, and then, oh then, fir! 
As Adam did old Eve enjoy,-— | 
You may gueſs what I mean, fir, 
ecauſe the all uncover'd lay, 
He cover'd her again, fir, 


She 


Enough to have Ls. all me devils in hell. 


(30) 
With wat'ry eyes ſhe pants and cr ies, 
Im utterly undone, fir, 
Unleſs you'll be faſt wed to me, 
E'er the next morning ſun, fir, 
He anſwer'd her, I'll never ſtir 
Out of thy ſight till then, ma'm ; 
We'll both claſp hands in wedlock's bands,— 
Marry and bot t again, ma'm. 


SONG XXVII. 
The DUTCH PARSON's GUIDE. 


Tune : The king and the abbot of Canterbury, 


N Holland we're told, but I know not how true, 
1 The people are all ſuch a niggardly crew, 
Tho' bleſt in abundance with nature's rich gifts, 


Both ſexes, they tay, lie without ſhirts or ſhifts, 


Derry down, down, &c. 


It rs one e night as in bed a fond pair, 


Embracing each other, love's bliſſes did ſhare, 
Dame Fortune, who always is playing ſome frolic, 


Caus'd ma'am to be ſuddenly ſeiz'd with the cholic, 


The huſband aroſe, being greatly afraid 

His deary would die, went and call'd up the maid ; 
And finding her pains come on faſter and faſter, 
Without more delay bad her run for a paſtor, 


The girl, half awake when ſhe heard maſter knock; 


Forgot in the hurry to put on her ſmock; 
But over her body a jacket did threw, 
A petticoat cover'd her beauties below. 


With lanthorh in hand to the paſtor ſhe hies, 


Bid him haſte home with her, the doctor complies; 


But ſcarce got half way, when a ſhower there fell, 
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His reverence wrapp'd himſelf ſafe in his cloak, 
The damſel unthinking, (obſerve well the joke) _ 
To guard 'gainſt the rain, by neceſſity led, 

With care flung her petticoat over her head. 


Thro' thick and thro? thin they trudg'd on together, 
Like ſedan-chairmen, ne'er minded the weather ; 
To enlighten his way ſo officious was ſhe, 
Now and then to cry out, Pray, fir, can you ſee?” 


The good man as yet no diſcovery made, 
But gravely walk'd after the light's glimm'ring aid; 
How great his ſurpriſe ! when at laſt he deſcry'd, 
The thing KITTY D—v—rT to man ne'er deny'd. 


Not a word did he mention concerning the caſe, 
Tho' he ſaw it as plain as the noſe on your face; 
Till again ſhe cry'd out, Pray, fir can you ſee ?” 
With a ſhake of the noddle, Aye, too well, ſaid he.” 


Let Vicar or Rector, pulpit-thumping fools, 
Hold forth about virtue, and ſuch ſqueamiſh rules; 
Had I been ſo happy to ſee ſuch a ſight, 
The dame might to Heaven have taken her flight, 


SONG XXIX. 
Parody en CuLot's Kiss ES, 72 that tunc. 


EAR Cloe unbutton my breeches, 
My p—bk in full vigour does ſtand ; 

Don't be like affected coy. bitches, 

But take it, while {tiff in your hand; 
Jam not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, : 

Then prithee dear Cloe be kind: 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 

I'll drive 'till the bottom I find. 


Count the whores on the blind-quay a ſtraying, 
Count the hairs that enamel their holes, 
Count the crab-lice promiſcu'ſly playing 
Hide and ſeek here and there in whole ſhoals : 
R Coftrt 
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( 38 ) 
Count the bawds and procureſſes eve; 
Being poſts and degrees next a whore, 


N Who, tho' twenty inches were given, 
Would ſtill be a craving for more. 


| On a p—k full of luſt let me ſtake thee, 
| A p—k that's impatient to enter; 
I. intend fore and aft for to rake thee, 
| And to paſs your ſemicircle center: 
1 O what tt can be tighter than this is. — 
| My p—k's life in it ſhall be ſpent, 
8 You ſhall die with tranſcending bliſſe _ 
| The devil s in't if now you're not content. 


so N XXX. 
| 5 The DISAPPOINTMENT. 


l 1 clock had ſtruck, faith I cannot tell what, 
| But morning was come as grey as a cat; 
q Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, 
, Grunting hogs too had left their fe 4 3 
When I in a vale, 
_ Carrying a pale, 
Cicele her new lover met, dapper Harry ; ; 
Firſt they kiſs'd, 
Then ſhook fiſt. 
'Then talk'd as fools do that juſt were to marry, 


| Zooks, cry'd Hal, JI can't but think, 
| Now we are come to wedlock brink ; 
* How pure a ſtock will be, how fine, 
| When you put your black mark to mine; 
| | Ciſß at that, 
Glowing hot, 
B Kiſs'd him as if ſhe'd burnt bla to  tinder; | 
i! Thus they woo, 
| But ſee how, 


1 Dam' d fate contriv'd now tlie bargain to hinder. F 
| MY 


(39) 


ele had got 2 cold I fuppoſe, 

nd 'twixt her fingers was blowing ber noſe; 
Varry, who linen too wanted, I doubt, 

ent her his glove to ſerve for a clout, 
Scraping low, IL 

Manners to ſhow, | 
ad tell her how much he was her adorer 

| Pray mark the joke, 

: Leather thong broke, 

ad breeches fell down to his ancles before her, 


ele who ſaw him thus diſtreſt, 

WT ulls off her garter of woos liſt ; 

Wd with a fly and leering Took, 

aye it to mend up what was broke; 
Fumbling he, 

3 Could not ſee, 

hat ſhe diſcover'd tho? e'er he had ty'd all: 
: For juſt before, 5 | 


3 * * . 
— Aro e_ —=——- 
. 7 


8 . RE — . as — b 
2 8 - : — = - — 2 * 
hr — — a RA. — Pg _ 2 
8 — — ci — - . Mt. I. ma — N = 
- 1 - J ” In 2 . 1 = 1 
— _— - 


— — AG Aa. LA». 
— — 


'; 
= 
F q!' 
Fl 1K. 
10% 
6 
= 


4 Shirt was tore, 1 
d as the devil would hav't ſhe ſpy'd all. 


he gave him then ſo cold a look, 
iſcontent it plainly ſpoke ; 

And running from him near a mile, 
le overtook her at a ſtyle, 

; Too much haſte, 
A Milk down caſt, 

nd topſy turvy ſhe fell on her pole with't. 

| He ſeeing that | 

1 Run with his hat, 

WB ut could not cover her c— for his ſoul with't. 


* 


ave you not ſeen at noon of day, 

The ſun his glorious face diſplay, 

do Cicele ſhone with beauty's rays, 

Reflecting from her poſtern grace; 
Ks at laſt, | 

truggling paſt, | 
E 8 E 2 Wiſte 
in 


'To make the bridegroom and the bride, 


_How little do you know of the pleaſures that flow, 


Let Field—g wave his ruſty ſword, 


( 40 ) 


Wide ſprawling leg were again ſet i in order. 
But poor Hal, | 
Since her fall, 


Stood juſt like one found guilty of murder. 


The god of love, or elſe old Nick, 
Sure defigned this deviliſh trick, 


With themſelves diffatisfied, 
She grown coy, 
Call'd him boy; 1 

He getting from her "oh « zoons you've a rouzer :* | 
Foh, ſhe cry'd 
By things yd 

She had as lieve a mere baby ſhould ſpouſe her, 


8 0 NG XXXI. 


Th BUCEKS DELIGHT 


E ſniv'ling fools who pine away, 
Your tedious lives in anxious fear; 


Where the bucks and bloods each night repair, 


CAOR US; 


They laugh, they quaff, they drink, and ſing, 
Each ſubject is himſelf a king, ? 


While tables roar, and glaſſes ring, 
They laugh at grief, and baffle care. 


Let Sguintum roll his gimlet eye, 
And like a hoatſwain rave and bawl ; 
They hate ſuch droniſh bigotry, 
And haſte to pleaſure's luring call. 
They laugh, they quaff, &c, 


Wh 
4 9 


Such honeſt bucks deſpiſe his power; 
To us belongs the feſtive board, 
The joyous * the ſocial hour. 
We laugh, we quaff, &c. 


©: 


Let reformation's ſtupid tools, 

Preach on to dull mechanic elves; 

We hate their methodiſtic rules, 

We leave them to reform themſelves. 
Let's laugh and quaff, &c, 


 $ONG XXX. 
Tl HONEST FARMER: A New SONG. 


YELIEVE me, good folks, I work hard at the plough, 
[I The harveſt is over—thank heav'n for my gain; 
nd while I can furrow, can harrow, and ſow, 

y friends ſhall ne'er want, but partake of my graia, 


CHORUS, 
For Britain can boaſt of fair Ceres alone, 
; And Ceres will bleſs both the people and throne, 
My cellar with plenty of liquor is ſtor'd, 
= My table well ſurniſh'd with good homely fare; 
y neighbours are welcome the corn I ne'er hoard, 


But give the poor gratis—whate'er I can ſpare. 
Cho. For Britain can boaſt, &c. 


Ny wiſhes are modeſt, my cares they are few, 

l am not ambitious, nor vain to be great; 

E live above ſcandal, pay each man his due, 

Content with my fortune, my farm, and eſtate, 
Cho. For Britain can boaſt, &c. 


Vith competence bleſt, Oh ! how happy the life, 
Of the Farmer who lives in the village retire ; 
Excluded from buſtle, from fraud, noiſe, and Arife, 
In peace he enjoys ev'ry focial deſire. 

Cho. For Britain can boaſt, &e. 
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SONG XXXIII. 
MODERATION and ALTERATION. 


ERE's an old ſong made by a good ancient pate, 
Of a worthy old gentleman, who had a good eſtate 5 
E 3 | And 85 


Who never knew what belong ld to £oachmen, footmen, 


But every quarter paid her 


(42 3 1 

And kept a very plentiful houſe, at a very plentiful rate, 
With a good old porter to relieve the poor at his gate. 
Mod eration, moderation, O] wonderful moderation, 


With an old lady whoſe an 


a good word aſſuages, 


or pages; 


d ſervants their wages, 
And kept twenty or thirty eld men in blue coats and 

badges. E 
Moderation, &c, 


With an old library filPd full of learned old books, 
And a reverend old chaplain, you may know him by 
his looks, 
And an old buttery-hatch worn of the old hooks, E 
And a good old kitchen that maintain'd half a dozen 
old cooks. | 
Moderation, Ke. | 


Cs 


With an old hall hung round with guns, pikes, and 
bows, N 

And old ſwords and bucklers, Which had born many 
hard blows; 4 
And an old fr izady coat to cover his worſhip's trunk 
| hoſe, ” | 
And a cup of good old cherry to comfort his copper noſe. 
Moderation, &c. 


Wich a good old cuſtom when Cbriſtmas is come, 
To call in the neighbours with bagpipe and drum, 
And have good cheer enough in every old room, | 
And liquor ſtrong enough to make a cat _ and 

wiſe man dumb, 
Moderation, &c. 


With an old huntſinan, a falconer, and A pack of 
hounds, 


With which he ne'er hunted but on his own pony 
af 


1 


or he, like 2 wiſe man, always kept himſelf. within 

| bounds, 

Ind when he dy'd, left each child a good old thouſand 
pounds, 

Moderation, &c. 

Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſes and land he aſſign'd, 

harging him in his will to be of the ſame bountiful 
mind 

But in the end you. ſhall hear how he was inclin'd, 

\nd left his good old father's precepts all behind. 

Alteration, alteration, O] wonderful alteration, 


nd 


1 
9 

bY 

3 


Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion of 
his land, 

Ne took up a thouſand porndi upon his own bond ; 

WK ept a brace or two of creatures at his own command, 


3 


5 


Ze 1 ; | 
6 : ſtand, 


Ae lee &c. 


With a new lady who was both freſh and fair, 
ind never knew what belong'd to houſe-keeping or care; 
ho kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wanton air, 
And half a dozen dreſſes of other women's hair. k 
Alteraticn, &c. 


With a new library ſtuff'd full of 3 an a plays, 

und a new-faſhion'd ſort of EN chat fwears faſter 
than he prays; 

Alſo a new buttery-hatch that opens but once in 1 
or ſix days, 

ind a large kitchen ſtored with nothing but kickſhaws 

and toys, 
Alteration, &Cc: 


With a new hall juſt built where the old one nad, 
Wn which was never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal, or wood; 
Ut was hung roung with pictures, which did. the poor 
little good, 
he ſubjects whereof were all prophane and lewd. 
Alteration, &c., : 


and 
any 
12 


un 


ole. 


ind drinking at taverns rill he could neither go or 
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Who relieves the poor with a * on. the back with f 


Which is the reaſon that moſt men do hold, 
That open houſe- keeping is grown ſo very cold. 


Not far from this yard ſhe's a houſe, 


( 44 ) 


With a new faſhion when Chriftnzas is come, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave no body at home but our new porter, 7%, 


a ſtone. 
Alteration, &c, 


With a new valet his perſon to adorn, 
In order to attend my Lord's levee in the morn ; 
In horfe-racing, gaming, maſquerades, and plays, , 
The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and days, 
© Alteration, &c. 1 


New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 


For which many of his father's good old manors wer:ſf 
e Wold; 


Alteration, alteration, O! a hc alteraticn, 


8 ON G XXXIV. 
Tune: Old Sir Simon the King. 


Buxom ye girl keeps a yard, 
And ſhe too wes 2. ever is cleaning 
The tones, which are pure, ſmooth and hard, 
And as white as the dear creature's linen : 


The like is ne'er ſeen in a cent'ry ;— 
But what's 'very odd, the young blouze 
Each night puts the yard m her entry. 


An old woman of fourſcore and one, 
That hardly a cuſtard could mumble, 
Who long had been us'd to the fun, | 
And many ſtout things had made humble 
She ſtill remain'd ſound at the root, 
As at fifteen when ſhe did begin it, 
And each night ſhe enjoys the fruit, 
By getting the //a/k within it, | 
Dara! 


T2813 
SONG XXXV. 


nM „„ 1 ; | 

0 Dares MHonxz's LAMENTATION. | 
An IRISH SONG, En 
Wo the Tune of, I never will marry while Youth's of my | 1 
. Side. 5 | 1 
What will become of poor Darby M. Hone, | | j 

78 3 Who has come all the way from the county Tyrones = 


o get him a ſervice, but faith can get none, 
Cauſe why, he's an Jri/h dear joy fir, 


Wor ah ſince in London they tell me ſuch tales, 

hat Sawrey's been pairing a young lion's nails, 

nd that Scotland s got into the middle of Wales, 
By Shaint Patrick, it muſt be a he, fir, 
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ho? faith I came hither my fortune to make, 

Wot doubting ſome lady my fancy might take, 
or ah as I've brew'd— ſo I find I mult bake, 

For Scolſuen are now all the faſhion; 
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hillalee's no more, the Scotch whiniard prevails, 

nd Scotland's got into the middle of Wales, _ 

hile the young Engli/h lion has loſt teeth and nails, 
By my ſhoul there is nought but fexation, 


could I but get out the burr from my throat, 

d paſs for a Scotſman, and ſo turn my coat, 

ut by Jaſus I'd never ſell my king for a groat, 
Becauſe I'd be honeſt and loyal, 


ut while Eugland's lion's bereft of his nails, 
nd Scotland's transfixt in the middle of Wales, 
Il e'en take again to my yoke and my pails, 
And to labour ſhall make no denial. 
hoe'er cou'd ha' thought it cou'd e' er be the lot, 
f England or Wales to be rid by the Scot, 
hen lately ſo many were hung up and ſhot, 
For making of ſtrife and rebellion ; 8 
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Then England adieu !—fince by Scotſinen o'er-run 


To rob a poor cobler of all cobbling work. 


<0 46 ) 
When Cumberland Will made the rogues turn their tails, 
Who dreamt they'd return ere to England through Wales, 
To curb Britain's lion and pair off his nails, 

As they've done by the help of a ſtallion, 


J find then I've got on the wrong ſide the poſt, 
That panders, and ſtallions, and pimps rule the roaſt, 
And that he's beſt off who can flatter the moſt, 

So I think it high time to be jogging. 
While England is weigh'd in a Scotch pair of ſcales, 
And Sawzey keeps ſnug in the middle of Vales, 

By Jaſus poor Paddy may een bite his nails, 

For in faith here are no ſigns of progging. 


There was Patrick Maglochlin, and Fammy Fitz Famer, 


With many brave fellows, (I can't tell their names) 
Who came here to England and married rich dames 
With houſes and money good ſtore, fir; 


But ſince England's lion has loſt teeth and nails, 

And Scotland's crept into the middle of Wales, 

The gimlet's deſpis'd and the winniard prevails, 
And the fam'd Jriſh jigg is no more, ſir. 


Look ſharp, or by Jaſus you're ſurely undone, 
May heav'n preſerve both the crown and the throne, 
And defend the true faith's great defender; 


For while England's lion's bereft of his nails, 
And Scotland lies cloſe in the middle of Wales, 


Take care of the Scotch that they don't turn their tails, 


And aſſiſt to bring in the pretender, 


SONG XXXVI 
Tune of: A Cobler there was, &c. 
NY OME coblers turn poets to ſerve their. beſt friends, 


Some members turn coblers to ſerve their bye- ends; 


Lord! what mean notions in thoſe members lurk, 
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I hope you'll take care in the general choice, 
ro keep up your honour in giving your voice; 
The man that does buy you, he mult alſo ſell, 
Pray then chuſe the member that will ſerve you well, 
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I am a free man, I may thank my good friend, 
l not only do ſtand, but am willing to ſpend ; 
What can I do more in defence of your laws, 
Than to empty my bags in your country's cauſe, 


Forgive, ah ! forgive, the advice I intend, 
And unto falſe prophets your ears do not lend ; 
But let us be merry and chearfully ſing, | 
A Riff ſtanding member you'll think no bad thing 


I rand by myſelf, tho' by you J am rais'd, 
And when I ſtand ſtiffly by you I am prais'd; 
With nurſes and midwives truly adviſe, 

If thoſe parts are wanting, a man cannot riſe, 
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Some members no ſooner into the houſe get, 
Their votes they will ſell, and will pay no juſt debt; 
All ſuch men of honour will ſwear black is white, 
But a ſtiff-ſtanding member, pays bills upon fight, 


The balance of England, you need not to fear, 
If all members like me would ſplit but the hair; 
Not lean to each party, or be led aſtray, 
| But puſh at all things in a middling way. 

15, | | 
: What can be more humble, unleſs a dormouſe, 

My higheſt ambition's a little thatch'd houſe; 

A door in the middle, a girl in her ſmock, 

The door for to open, whenever I knock, 


My ſweet lovely creatures, my dears, all in all, 
By you I will ſtand and by you I will fall; 
Come fill up your glaſſes and chearfully ſing, 
A ſtiff-tanding member a bleſſing does bring. 
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( 48 \) 


s O NG Xxxvl. 
The Tune of : Heigh ho, in Thomas and Sally, 


Sing of a damſel juſt turn'd of fifteen, 
Who long had been plagu'd with a ſickneſs call'd green, 
And oft to the doctor's would go; | 
Who gave his ſteel pill, but no ſervice could do, 
She ever kept ſighing, heigh, ho, 


A ſhepherd that liv'd in a neighbouring cot, 
Who had of his parents a remedy got, 

To ſee the ſick damſel would go; 
And to her his vial of drops he did ſhow, 
For which ſhe'd been ſighing, heigh, ho. 


With looks pale as death, on a couch ſhe was laid, 
He preſs'd her to taſte, ſhe at firſt ſeem'd afraid, 
Yet ſhe lik'd the fight on't I trow; 


He preſs'd her to taſte it, for few drops could do, 


To cure her of ſighing, heigh, ho, 
At length in her hand ſhe the vial did take, 


And then from the bottom the liquor did ſhake, 


And then fell a ſucking it ſo; 
The youth was afraid ſhe wou'd ne'er let it go, 
And he at each drop, cried—heigh, ho. 

This liquor was life, ſo muſt needs give her joy, 
The vial was pretty, the taſte ne'er could cloy, 
The damſel got quickly, ſo, ſo; 


But never to bed without theſe drops ſhe'd go, 
Which cur'd her of ſighing, heigh, ho. 


SONG XXXVIII. 
The TRUCKLE BED. 


A Laſs, I dare not name her name, 
For fear I ſhou'd diſgrace her, 


She tempted a youth to her bed to come, 


In order to embrace her: 
: Pg But 


3 ( 49 ) 


| But at the door he made a ſtop. 
He made a ſtop, 
5 He made a ſtop; 

WBut ſhe lay till, and ſnoring ſaid, 
. The latch lift up. 


Ine hearing what this fair maid ſaid, 
f He lifted the latch and he enter d, 
hut in his way unluckily 
To the mother's bed he ventur'd: 
Js this poor maid was much afraid, 
3 Was much afraid, 
And almoſt dead; 
Wu ſhe lay ſtill, and ſnoring ſaid, 
To the truckle bed. 


hen to the Wulle bed he went, 
But as he was agoing, | 
he unlucky cradle ſtood in his ways 
Which almoſt ſpoil'd his wooing : 
hut at length the maid he ſpy'd, 
N The maid he '{py'd, 
- The maid he ſpy'd, 
Per ſhe lay till, and ſnoring ſaid, 
Ty To the other ſide, 


hen to the other ſide he went, 

== To ſhew the love he meant her; 

Er ull'd off his cloaths courageouſly, 
And went to the work he was ſent for, 
O this poor maid made no reply, 

: Made no reply, 

0 Made no reply, 

hut ſhe lay ſtill, and moring ſaid, 

1 A little too high. 


The luſty lover half aſham'd 
Of her gentle admonition, 
Reſolv'd to charge o'er again, 
As well as his heart cou'd wiſh him: 
F. 
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O now, my dear, I'm right, I know, 
I'm right, I know, 
I'm right, I know: _ 
But ſhe lay ſtill, and ſnoring ſaid, 
A little too low. 


Once more the youth reſoly'd to try, 
His buſineſs fo well intended ; 
He hit the mark ſo cunningly, 
He defy'd the world to mend it: 
O now, my dear, I'm right, I ſwear, 
I'm right, I ſwear, 
I'm right, I ſwear: 
But ſhe lay ſtill, and ſnoring ſaid, 
There, there, there. 


SONG XXXIX. 
RBC1TATTHVE., 
»FIWAS on Faſter Monday, of all days in the year, 


A gang of half- ſtarv'd ſailors to tower-hill di 5 


repair, 


Where a large drove of oxen they eſpy'd, 


At fight of whoſe fat haunches, thus the boatſwain cry'd; 4 


Charming lovely oxen, I'm in love with you, 
What ſay 


here, 
You ſhould cat, and I ſhould eat, and all ſhould eat; 
Where ſhall we get any beer. 


RECITATIYV E. 


Unheedful of his moan, to ſlaughter they repair, 
Such words would ſooner move a Wapping fair ; 
Then Tom the cockſwain, Beſs the cook addreſſes, 
But firſt her greaſy cheeks he ſmacks and preſſes. _ 
Charming 


2 2 A < 4 2 8 $a * . i 


you, maſter cockſwain, are not you ſo too; 
Would you be ſo kind and civil to come ready roaſtel 


» 


ear, 
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Charming lovely Betſey, I'm in love with thee, 
What ſay you, dear Bez/ey, are not you with me; 
Would you be ſo kind and civil to lay along with me, 
You ſhould ſee, I ſhould ſee, and all ſhould fee, 
How merry, Betſey, we would be. 


SUNG-: XL. 


 ReciTATIvE, 


O ſhew my foibles, Harry didſt aſpire, 

L 78 Diſcharg'd thy ſpleen, like Eiua's raging fire: 
The phraſe is clear, example proves it juſt, 

That fools conceited, always call fool firſt : 

; No fairy tale I ſing, my theme 1s truth, 

Give aid, ye nine, to draw the graceleſs youth, 


TP 


Ke 


= (Tune, Why, how now, madam Flirt, in the Beg. Opera.) 
"> You ſay my head's like wood, | 
And ſcarcely know my letters, 
_ 'Tis plainly underſtood, 
__ You're always with your betters. „ 
Maſter Harry. 


To Sam's gs tune thy voice, 

With artifice cheat the beaux, 
Let Dulwich be thy choice 

For a dinner to propoſe. | 
oe Maſter Harry. 

The inviting caſh collect, 
Then appoint the feſtive day, 

And prove your kind reſpect, 

By going another way, | 

Maſter Harry. 


(Tune, Firſt air in mon and Iphigene.) 
Yon boaſt that Lords with pleaſure ſit, - 
Applaud your humour and your wit, 
Without rebuke there reign, 


1 
Till wiſdom rais'd her awful head, 
Be filent, noiſy fool, ſhe ſaid, 
'Tis ſentiment I claim, 
A ſentiment I claim, 


RECITATIVE. 


Harry rolling his eyes, involv'd in ſpleen, 
Sneering replies, I know not what you mean, 
Wiſdom, with warmth inſpir'd, bid him explore, 
Then ſeiz'd his arm, and kick'd him out of door; 
Like- to ſpaniel beat, recoil'd the knave, 

And with bended knee, thus forgiveneſs crave, 


(Tune, 0 ponder well, — Beggars ä * 


O nobles all, forgive this crime, 
And let poor Harry eat, 
Comply, or elſe in future time 
PI ne'er ag Gora to meat. 


_ From Youth's the he ſeaſon made for joy. ) 


Hence: thou vile deceiver, go, 
The ſage replies, in fury, 
To Derry's brothel tell thy woe, 
Herd with ſons of Drury; 
Pay no ſcore, 
Pimp for whore, 
Make your employ to center in. thoſe. 
Hence, thou vile, &c. 


Thou ſon of vice, virtue's foe, 
To friendſhip art a ſtranger, 
Artifice from head to toe, 
Nearly allied to danger. 
Haſte retire, 
| Ne'er aſpire 
To j Join in wiſdom! s. ſocial choir. 


E 6 
(Tuxe, The Marquis of Granby, as ſure as, &c.) 


O ye men that are wiſe, 
And your characters prize, 
Attend to the truth I relate; 
For alms he'll amuſe ye, 
Receiv'd, will abuſe ye, 
And ſtrut like a beggar 1 in ſtate. 


Baſe examples are theſe, 
O ye ſons of the ſeas, 
Too encourage this ſongſter obicene : - 
Then from folly deſiſt, 
And the helpleſs aſſiſt, 
And ſend Howard to join the marine. 


ns XL, 


(Tune, Triſtram Shandy.) 


HEN I was a midſhipman in the Northumberland, 
Where I did learn for to hand, reef, and ſteer ; 
y Ration was off Whitehaven, in Cumberland, 
There I firſt taſted the lips of my dear; 
When ſtruck with each feature, 
I ery'd, my dear creature, 
y heart is light-headed I'll make it appear: 
Survey me you'll find me agraa, 
A well-body'd man in the face: 
Dear Terry, ſaid ſhe, you're la, la; 
Then gave me a loving embrace. 
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The blue roſy lips of my joy, 
re ſweeter nor treacle, nor ſack : 
Sing fara, lallara, lalloo, | 
Sullullua, ſubbubboo, whack, 


o gain her affections as J was 3 
In the church-yard of a ſun-ſhiny night, 
dear Juggy, fays I, leave off your palavering, 


For my tongue's rigg d with truth, and my honeſty tight. 
5 Let 
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54 } 
Let me be prevailing, 
Before we ſet failing, = 
1'1l bring my deſign in the dark to the light. 
Oh! then by the wooden tomb-ſtone, 
My brighteſt of beauties, I ſwore, 
But you and ten more I alone, 
Till after my death will adore, 


The name pon my honey was Jenny O*Brannegan, 


Who danc'd the beſt cornpipe in the whole Nor, 
A niece to the piper call'd fire away Flannegau. 
The fierceſt fellow on this fide the Firth. 
Sure a lord chancellor 
Might wiſh to handſel her, 


For there's no firſt rate of half ſo. much worth. 


O 7uggy, be conſtant, I cry'd, 
Or elſe I will fy om your fight :. 
But faith I did make her my bride, 
And ever ſince ſhe's my delight, 


We ſoon had a boy that's now nurſing at Mancheſter, 


The picture of my great ſucceſſor that's dead; 
J hope that in time he will prove my beſt anceſtor, 
The braveſt of babies that e'er wore a head. 

I'm Captain O Cutter, 
No bouncer or ſtrutter, 
Each limb of my carcaſe is lighter than lead: 
O Zugey, come kiſs me, ſaid I, 
And plague me no more with your art, 
For if you do, after I die BT 
You'll trip up the heels of my heart. 


SONG XIII. 
The RAPTURE. 
To @ favourite tune in Midas. 
I. ST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia who can ſpeak: my bliſs; 


Who the raptures I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs; 
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Every look with love inſpires me, 
Every touch my boſom warms ;, 
Every melting murmur fires me, 
Every joy is in thy arms, 
Thoſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh, 
Feel my heart with rapture bleſt; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport 1s. ſo ſweet ; 
Look not ſo divinely on me, 
Celia I ſhall die with bliſs ; 
| Yet, yet,. turn thoſe eyes upon me, 
Who's not die a death like this. 


SONG XIII. 
MM 4-1. S KM 
To iti own Tune. 


HEN the trees were all bare not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt ; 
When all nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the rivers all bound by the froſt : 
When the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering with cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent lambs haſte away to the fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow, 


In the yard when the cattle are cover'd with ſtraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that the finds in the cream: 

When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips often ſlides, 

And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews, 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 

When tlle lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In a croud round the embers are met; 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And ghoſts till they are all in a ſweat :. 
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What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt ? 


What tho' thy Fockey hath been ſeen, 
With Molly fporting on the green, 


The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


* 


7 
When the Birds to the Barn door come hov'ring for food, 
Or they ſilently reſt on the ſpray ; 


And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray, 


Heaven grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire; 
While the icecicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire : 
Where i in neatneſs and quiet and free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


LONG Wr. 
The CHRYSTAL TEAR. 
To its own Tune. 


WIr means that tender ſigh my dear, 
Why ſilent drops that chryſtal tear, 


Where love and peace delight to reſt; 


Twas but an artful trick to prove, 


"Tis true, a noſegay I addreſs'd, 
To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ;, 
But 'twas at her deſire to try, 
If Damon caſt a jealous eye: 
Thoſe flowers will fade by morning's dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn: 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies, 
A {weet periume that never dies. 


CBP F 


SONG XLV. 


A A T the ſign of che horſe, where old Spin- text of courſe, 
Aach night took his pipe, and his pot; 
eerr a jugg of brown nappy, quite pleaſant and happy, 
Was plac'd the canonical ſot. | 

Tol, lol + MC o 


he evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
Wich reverence due and ſubmiſfion ; 
e ſtroak'd his cravat, and twirl'd round his hat, 
Then bowing prefer'd his petition. 

| Tol, lol, &c. 


m come, fir, ſays he, to beg lookee dy'e ſee, 
Of your reverendſhip's worſhip and glory; 
Yo inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may be, 
= And 1 U walk with a lanthorn before ye. 
5 5 Tol, lol, &c. 
he body we'll 8 pray where's the hurry, 
Why Lord, fir, the. corpſe it does ſtay 
hy you fool you may gueſs ſince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away, 

Tol, lol, &c. 


ere, bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome d' ye hear, 
J hate to be called from liquor; 
ome Moſes the King, tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a fubject ſhould be but a vicar. 
Tol, lol, &c. 


hen Moſes he ſpoke, 'twas twelve the clock ſtruck, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhower ; 
Thy Moſes you elf, when the clock has ſtruck twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more, 

Tel, Il, &. 


ut Moſes went on, fir, the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray maſter obſerve but the hand; un 
wy 
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Why it ne'er can be leſs and it's folly to preſs, 
A man for to go that can't ſtand, 

| 6 e ee, , le. 


At length hat and cloak old Orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm'd his jaw with a quid ; 
Each toſs'd of a gill for fear they ſhould chill, 
And they ſtaggard away fide by ſide, 
— | Tol, lol, &c. 


When come to the grave, the clerk hum'd a ſtave, 
While the ſurplice was wrapp'd round the prieſt; 
Where ſo droll was the figure of Moſes and vicar, 
That the pariſh ſtill talk of the jeſt. 
Tel, led, &c. 


Good people let's pray put the corpſe t'other way, 

Perhaps I may over it ſtumble; | 
Tis beſt to take care though the ſages declare, 

Mortuum Caput cannot tumble. : 


Tal, lol; &e. 


Woman of man born, that's wrong, the leaf's torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman; _ 
To cut down like a flower, can't continue an hour, 
You fee, Moſes, death ſpareth no man, 
| 5 Tol, lol, &c, 


Here, Msſes, pray look, what a confounded book, 
Sure theſe letters are turn'd upſide down ; 
Such a villainous print, the devil is in't, 
This Ba/kett ſhould print for the crown, 
| Tol, lol, &c. 


Here, Moſet, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
Come, bury the corpſe in my ſtead; 
Amen, amen, Moſes, you're wrong, prithee fool hold 
your tongue 
You've taken the tail for the head. 
| Tel, lol, &c. 
: „ here's 


"TY 


= 4. $9 
Where's thy ſting death, give the corpſe to the earth, 


Believe me it's terrible weather ; 
So the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a word, 
And away they both ſtagger' d together. 
| 770%, lol, &. 
SONG XLVI. 
E that will not merry, merry be, 
II With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
= May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And ſalt bound to a poſt: 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another year. 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in's purſe : 
Let him be merry, merry there, &c. 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 
Let him be merry, mercy there, &C, 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 
Let him be bury'd in the Church-yard, 
And one put in his Read, ' 
Let him be merry, merry there, &c. 


SONG XLEVIL 
The TOASTS correded ; with the addition of three new 
verſes, never before printed, which are diſtinguiſhed 
by inverted commas. 
; 5 Tune: Maſks all. 
OW Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, 
N And fair fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs of 2 
ads, 
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May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and ſtill pleaſe whon 4 


And fill to go on with my favourite hone: 


(60) 


Lads, liſt under love, and you leſſons I'll teach 
To the breaſt work advance, and then batter in breach, 
Sing tantara rara toaſts all, toaſt; al, 

Sing tantara rara toaſt all, 


"Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's campaign, our foes are all fair 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure, 
Here's a health to our enſign, the ſtandard of pleaſurz, 


Sing tantara rara, &.. 


The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall firſt be recounted, 
Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted: 
"The lover, in this toaſt, has likewiſe a ſhare, 
For he, huatſman-like, is for ſeizing the hare. 


Sing tantara rara, &. 


Charge with bumpers 1 in hand, to your lips the glaß 4 
lift, - 


May we never want coura 87 when put to a ſhift | 
And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 


we kiſs. Sing Tantara rara, & 


Le ſportimen ! wh ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Come hither !—Þ ll give you four hams on one ſpit : 
And, leſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, 
Here 's the meat that bent baſtes itſelf when beſt 1 5A ſpitted, 


Sing tantara rara, &. 


Come, my bucks, once again let your glaſſes be ſeir'd: 


Here's the eye that weeps moſt when 'tis beſt and mol 
pleas'd ! 


Tere: s to dying virginity unction extreme. 
a Sing tantara rara, &t. 


| More toaſts, my brave boys, with your leaves I mul 
teach: | | 


In view let's have pleaſure, but ne'er out of reach; 
Here 


- „„ 

> eere's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's beſt friend, 

« nd the bird who his life in that neſt loves to ſpend. 

al 5 Sing tantara rara, &Cc, 


all, May our miſtreſſes always be pleas'd to receive, 


Nad carefully ſave what we bountifully give: 
nd, when keeping time, to depart we are ready, 

Way our dying be happy, our revival be ſpeedy. 

4 5 Sing tantara rara, &c. 
or thus—the frugal wife who her huſband befriends, 
And carefully ſaves what he plentifully ſpends : 
Here is the old play-houſe that's built in Smock-alley, 
And the beſt of the game when both frequently rally, 


Sing tantara rara, &. 


Who a coney can hit 'midit a million of hares ! 
Here's the wonder of roots! fit for ladies to ſpan, 


Sing Ttantara rara, &Cc, 


Let us now toaſt ſome females : the firſt my muſe greets, 


che bookbinder's wife who well ſtitches in ſheets ! 
ext the brown female reaper who the harveſt will 
it, T hand ing 5 | 
3 d ſo well does her work, not an handfulleaves ſtanding, 
5 | Sing tantara rara, &C, 
tte, MW | 


Next the handſome houſe-maid who is ſtill on her guard, 

reep the ſtones clean and well ſcour the yard; 

ad her architect ſiſter, the joy of the people, 

WT 10's not hurt by the ſtones, while ſhe pulls down the 
ſteeple. 


Sing tantara rara, &c, 


o the laſs that's lamb-like be a bumper replete, 
ho ſtill wags her tail while ſhe ſucks at the teat ; 
re's the ring of Hans Carvel, may ev'ry buck win it, 
ao all equal joy in the critical minute. | 

Þ Ke Sing tantara rara, &c. 


3 Here's 


That grows ' twixt two ſtones in the fam'd iſle of Man, % 


« Here's the markſman who never at ſhooting deſpairs, 
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Here's the miller's wife's muſic ! worth all other tons, 
When the ſluice is ſet open, and ſtrong grind the ſtones, 
To the maker of baſkets, his wife's worth a bottle, 
Who ftrips down the bark, and yet ſafe keeps the wattle, 


| Sing tantara rara, &. 


The young female chymiſt, who by her own heat, 
The eſſence of life from ſtiff ſtratums can get: 
But, of all the fond females, the girl I moſt prize 
Is the ſkilful furr'd female the judge of a ſize, 

| Sing tantare rara, &. 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 
So, while our youth ſhines, let us joyous make hay ; 
Joy is all that we live for, let's equally ſhare it, 
Here's the harveſt of lite, love, wit, and good claret, 

” Sing tantara rara, & 


Now a truce to our toaſts :—but fix more will I name, 
Since we've enter'd the liſts to protect Love's black game, 
Here's the centry that keeps at the cockpit command, 

And naked at midnight uncover'd will ſtand. 9 
- Sing tantara rara, &. 


„Here's a milk-white ſkin without perfume or ſell, 
« And a ſcarlet cap fac'd with a black lapel; 3 
„Here's the rough road of love to the ſmooth water - fal 
«« Nay, here's c— in plain terms! that's one word for all. 
Cin tantara rara, the end, the end 

Sing tantara rara, the end. 


SONG KXLVII, 

08 SPRING, 
Ye ſons and ye daughters of this happy iſle, 
 Britannia's glad ſummons obey; . 7 
Drels, dreſs up your garlands, your toil ceaſe a wulle, 2 | 


And joytully uſher in May. & | 
| . * jeu > | 


9 „ 

| 3 Fiew in this happy ſeaſon what ſcenes of delight; 
The meadows, what odours perfume ; 

hat raviſhing proſpects, long hid from the ſight, 
Now to the eye beautiful bloom, 1 


Pee how the gay butterflies flutter around, 
gorn up on the roſy wing'd breeze: 

nd ſte how the flowers that ſpangle the ground, 
Are robb'd of their ſweets by the bees. 


| x See the milk-maid (o'er woodlands in flow'rs array'd) 
Trips chearfully after her cows; 


7 nd ſee how enchanting, how lovely a ſhade, 

Is form'd by the bloſſom-rob'd boughs. 
et. ee lovers, how private they ſteal to the grove, 
Ke Their old plighted yows to renew; 
= d fee how the tell-tale, the tell-tale of love, 
ume, Flies over them, chanting cuckow. 


nd, n ecſtaſy loſt in the brink of yon ſtream, 


= Whoſe water in ſweet murmurs glide :. 
Ke, Pee Damon a piping his favourite theme, 
nel While lambs gently play by his fide. 


ee on the ſmooth ſurface of the ſilver flood, 

fall The gooſe fore her young gently floats ; 

ud ſee on the top of yon neighbouring wood, 
= How ſweetly the birds chant their notes. 


SONG XIIxX. 


4 BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
Tune, Pa/h about the briſk bowl. 


{OME let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck ten, 
Leave fooling, and take off your glaſs :— _ 
e that will not, I'm ſure (tho' he looks like a man) 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
2 Then 
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( 64 ) 

Then let vs be jovial, and drink, ſing, and laugh, 
Let meagre deſpair ſigh alas; 5 

Fill the bumper, and he that drinks up but the half, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, c. 


Take your glaſſes in hand, a fig for each elve, 
Give the toaſt of ſome favourite laſs; 

We'll pledge it, and he that does ſtart before twelve, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 


Come give us a ſong that is well ſtock'd with fun, 
Our time let it merrily paſs ; 


Be merry, I ſay, he that ſtarts before one, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, Cc. 


Here, free from our cares, let us pleaſure purſue, 
Look on money as nothing but braſs; 

Come, lads, drink about, he that ſtarts before two, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, &c. 

Who rules will preſcribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 

Their ſcheming is all but a farce; 

Whilſt kquor enough, he that ſtarts before three, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als. 


SONG L. 
On her M Y's ASS.* 

By Harry Howard. 
Tune: Stick a Pin there—not in her a-ſe. 
Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. | 
JE bucks and ye jemmies, who amble the park; i 
Whoſe hearts and whoſe heads are as lightſome 2B 
cork; | 0 
| Thro 5 . 


» Her M—y having received a preſent of a Zebra, or Africa 
Aſs; from her royal indulgence, has expoſed it to public view in 
paddock near her palace ( Buckingham houſe in the park) to gratilyj 
the curioſity of the populace; whence it is become a common ſay in 
in London, Come and ſee the qon's aſs without fee or reward. Wl 
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f 1 
Buckingham gate, as to Chelſea your paſs, 
IV ithout fee or reward you may ſee the q—n's a— _ 


Cho. See the q——r's. a—, ſee the 9 1 a—, 
IWithout fee or reward you may ſee the gn a—, 


= A fight ſuch as this ſurely never was ſeen ; 

ho the duce would not gaze at the a— of a q nl 
hat proſpect ſo charming? what ſcene can 2 985 
he delicate ſight of her N—y's a— ? 


ve, 


Tho' ſqueamiſh old prudes with invective and W 
4 turn up their noſes and cenſure the q n, 
Frying out, 'tis a ſhame that her q nihip, alas ! 
Would take fuch a pride in expoſing her a—, 


Loet them rail if they will, yet I'll bet ten to one, 
Mot a prude of them all but would alter her tone, 
Provided that fortune ſo kind to each laſs, 

ad beſtow'd ſuch an a—— as her M 


The fribbles cry out, 'tis a ſin and a ſhame, 

o ſuffer a ſight with ſo filthy a name; 
WT ho' they rail, yet will each take a peep through his glaſs, 
or who would not peep at her m——y's a 


From Mg St- 2, a place of renown, 
his good natur'd princeſs came here for a crown; 
nd now in return to the folks as they paſs, 

Whe kindly repays them by ſhewing her a—. 


Ye gods, I with pleaſure could gaze day and night, 
t ſo charming, ſo pretty, ſo curious a fight; 
truth I muſt own, nay, I ſwear by the maſs, 

would kits if no treaſon, her M J's A—, 


But this for a ſubje&, tho' loyal, I fear 


bl 


3 
ne a 


[bro hen, in prudence, my paſſion I'II ſtifle, alas! 


ia Fontent but to gaze on her M——y's a—, 

w 1n 1 ; 

ratify Wl Reſign'd to my fate thus to gaze and no more, 
api vain for poſſeſſion 1 ſigh and implore ; 
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666) 


But Aigen ink orms us that all fleſh is graſs, 
And ſuch I preſume is her m y's a—, 


Since then there is no mighty diff rence between 
The a— of a ſubject and that of a q n, 
Let each lad full of glee take his bottle and glaſs, 
And drink the q 's health not forgetting her a—, 
Cho. Not forgetting ber a—; not forgetting her a- 
And drink the 2 8 's health, not forgetting her as, 


SONG LI. 


The Aſſes of Great Britain: An anſwer to Har) 


HowarvD's 2—'s Aſs, By FART-1NANDo; 2! 
modern political Afſ-trologer. 


Tune: Puſh about the briſk bowl. 3 
ERMIT me good people (a whimſical bard) 3 
P And ſnarl not ye critical claſs, \ 
If once I preſume without fee or reward, 
"BD prove that each Britcz's an aſs, an aſs, 
Ta prove that each Briton's an aſs, 


Firſt view Harry Howard, that ſcribling fat wight, 
With forehead well cover'd with braſs, 

A dinner is wanting, then fits down to write, 
And to the whole town ſhews his a—, 


At the beſt poſt in Britain ſee Saauney now plac'd : 
Who thought it would e'er come to paſs, 

When the lyon ſhould thus be ſo 1 diſgrac'd, 
And led by the noſe like an aſs? 


An aſs we are told found a lyon's rough hide, 
And fain for grim les would paſs; 

But when like the Briton to frighten he try'd 

His braying diſcover'd the als, 


The Auditor alſo attempted to roar, 
In Billingſgate wit did ſurpaſs; 
The North Briton came, a good cudgel he bore, 

And ſmartly. correQel the als, 
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id S/ylock the Jew, who in Change- alley ſtrives 
The wealth of the land to amaſs, 

While into your pockets he openly dives, 
Of each Bull and Bear makes an aſs. 


et ſly canting Sguintum, that ſanctify'd prig, 
= But once take a peep in the glaſs, 

Wnſtead of the ſaint with the ſpirit grown big, 
= He'll there ſee the form of an aſs. 


hen Moore ſally'd forth the fair-ſex to relieve, 
= Like Quixvot or Sir Hudibras, 

ET hat Fanny was ſcratching as truth did believe, 
hut now finds himſelf a dull aſs. 


Blind Juſtice who owes the ſad Ioſs of his ſight, 
Io ſome unkind love inflam'd laſs, 

lay boaſt he can plainly diſcern wrong from right, 
Zack Catch will ſoon prove him an als, 


ut now to conclude, firs, J think it high time, 
This ſing-ſong ſatyrical farce, 5 

ind if you don't kindly encourage his rhyme, 
The author will look like an aſs, an aſs, 


The author awill look like an afs. 
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SONG Ul. 


Tie Other Thing; a ballad an the American Rabbet, ſaid 
to be lately preſented to the O. by a chief of the Ca- 
tabaws, By GEORGE ROLLS. | 


Evil to him who evil thinks. 
To the Tune of: The Old Woman of Grinſtead. 


J ET the wits of the age our attention engage, 
0 Let aſſes on aſſes grow funny; 5 
My muſe now ſhall ſing, of another guiſe thing. 
Ss That's her M-—— beautiful C—., | 
| 55 e From 
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In the lap of the 


But a plentiful race, old Ez——4@ to grace, 


But leave that to the K—, and I'll warrant he'll bri ing, 


( 68 ) 
From America's ſhore ! pretty thing! it came o'er, 
Where the 3 of Catabaws ſtun ye; 


„it is now to be ben, 
And all ladies will now have a C 


Cats and lap-dogs retire, you no more we'll admire, 
This outlandith thing has undone ye; 

You may pur, bark, and play, but the — as 1 85 fay, 
Will ſtroak none but her M——y's C 


Tho? it came from abroad, we the preſent cant 
Tho! keeping may coſt us ſome money; 

Yet no Briton that's true, will make much ado, 
At ſupporting her M——y's C 


Tho! her Zebra ran wild, 'tis now tame as a child, 
Yet, who thinks it will breed as a Toney; 


May proceed from her M- 75 C-—, 


By itſelf will it breed ? No, it will not indeed, 
There muſt ſomething be like matrimony ; 


A companion to pleaſe the Q=——n's 8 


Like her mule not in ſize, which the Connoiſſeurs prize, 
And would 1n its praiſe make us funny ; 

But a neat little thing, and as fit for a K—, 
As a Q-—, is her M y's C 


This in loup, or with chain, there's no need to reftrain, 
"Tis not to be purchas'd with money; 
And good lack-a-day ! it can ne'er run . 


Quite ſafe is her M y's C 


Long to cheriſh the land, may our monarch command, 

Nor war into more expence run ye: 

Bleſs the Q-— with her charms, in his ons & $ arms, 
And here's good ſucceſs to her Co 


Th 


1 
NG III. 
The KISS. 
Tune, Od Sir Simon the Kirg, 
ANKIND fo Jeceitful are grown, , 
They make one another their prey; 


37 rom the cot to the flaves round throne, 
Like Judas with kiſſing betray, 


he lover who talks of his ſmart, 
To draw the dear girl to his bliſs, - 
vill (wear only ſhe has his heart, 
And binds the falſe vow with a kiſs. 
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| | 


n law too it often is found, | 


How many falſe oaths have been took; 
he evidence, tho' he's not ſound, 
Thro' intereſt kifſes the book. 


o Rome young and old brawny friars, 
For pardons and honours will go; 
is Holineſs grants their deſires, 

And they in return kiſs his toe. 


ing; 


ize, 


he courtier who fawns to be great, 
And lives on the fat of the land, 

a traitor, perhaps, to the ſtate, 
When he kiſſes his Sovereign's hand. 


he toper, I'll make it appear, 

In honeſty all doth ſurpaſs ; 

s his liquor, his conſcience is clear, 
With ſincerity kiſſes his glaſs. 


e envies not thoſe who controul, 
N or wants to be learned. or rich; 
et him have but a full-flowing bowl, 


He'll bid all the reſt kiſs his b— h. 
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Sic muſic as this is, can ſurely never fail, 


4 700 
SONG lv. 


The MASQUERADE; or, Por trieli Bac: ITLT? 
A New Comic Soxc, in the Scotch Taſte, 
To the Tune of, The Flowers of Edinburgh, 
| Oni capit, ule facit. 
RA' John o' Boot was a bonny muckle Mon, 
Fra' Scotland he came wi' his broad ſword in his hand, 
He came at the head of a bra' bonny clan, 
Who the de il cou'd his muckle nu le- ſuit withſtand 
He looked ſo neat, 
And he kifled ſo ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to his ſuit ; 
Then his Pie he lugg'd out, 


And ye need not to doubt, 
But in concert he play'd—with her German flute, 
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Quoth he, bonny laſſie, your flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time wi' my bagpipe clear; 


In time to accord with an Engliſh ear 
For what muſic 1o ſweet, 
Or what harmony compleat, - 
As the bagpipe join'd with the German flute? 
Then turning up her eyes, 
Strait the muckle dame replies: 
„When the bagpipe's play'd by my Jobn o' Boot.“ 


Play away, bonny lad, I have good ſtore of gold, 
Your bag ſhall be full, while your pipe it can play, Wl 


Lou ne'er ſhall return to a climate ſo cold, 


For your kifſes are warmer and ſweeter than Mah; 
Quoth he, do not mourn, 
For I ne'er will return, 
While here I can taſte of the golden fruit: 
Then his pipe he eſſay'd, 
And another lilt he play'd, 
In concert ſweet—with her German fate, 


11 


ay Eugliſb fools, ye no more ſhall pretend, 
in mutic to vie with a bonny Highland mon; 

Jo more ſhall the laſſes of England commend, 

= The fam'd [ri/þ jig, when compar'd to my 7447 ; 
For a quick merry train, 

| That enlivens each vein, 

ho the de'il with a Scotſinan ſhall e'er diſpute ? 

But his bagpipe alone, 

1 Has too much of the drone, 

Ind of need mult be join'd with my German flute. 


y ome on, bonny lads, then with pleaſure advance, 
W Your poor empty ſcrips and your wallets diſown, 


In the Grand Maſquerade at the Thi/tle and Crows ; 
There ſweetmeats and wine, 0 
7 Shall intreat you to dine; 
our hunger aſſwage, and your ſpirits recruit, 
24 While more ſoft to the ear, 
Fark! the bagpipe ſo clear, 
concert reſounds with the German flute. 


fine Engliſh fiddle accords to the ſtrain, 
= A better ſure never was play'd on before; 
he French-horn, at a diſtance, would join it amain, 
And the Syaniſh Guittar play an overture in ſcore; 
But woe to the land, 
If they join in the band, 


For an Engli/hman born, 
= Should deſpiſe a French-horn, 
£ [hough his ear may be tickled by a German flute. 


SONG LV. 
The OLD WIFE. 


HILE penſive and ſerious ye think of a wife, 
But if with a woman you ſaddle for life, 
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I ahn v' Boot bears the bell, ſir, and leads up the dance. 


: : don the Fddle wou'd be broke, and the Fiddleſtick to boot, 
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But if with an old one, you are forc'd to fight, 


And mirth, ſong and ſentiment, garniſh'd each toaſl. 


„ 
Be ſure take an old one, your caſe ſoon may alter, 
For you cannot hang long in an old rotten halter, 
Derry down, down, & 
Suppoſe you ſhould wed a young beautiful laß, 
Why you'll nearer reſemble an ox than an aſs; 
For with different ladles her broth muſt be ſtirr'd, 
And beaux will buz round her like flies round a t—4 
7 Derry dewn, down, &«, 
But an old wife at home's always eaſy and cool, 
And you uſe her the ſame as would a cloſe-ſtool; 
If you want to evacuate, ſhe's ſtill the receiver, 
And when done, you may pull up your trowſers an 
leave her. 
Derry down, down, &, 
But the devil can't cure a young wife's itching hey 7 ; 
If you cram her all night, ſhe'll cry out for more mea 
F—k her forwards and backwards, why it is all one; 
You no ſooner are off, than ſhe cries—you an't done 
Le Derry down, down, &, 
In marrying a young wife you oft catch a tartar; i 
Suppoſe you ſhou'd quarrel blow for blow ſhe can barte: 


Whate'er the may claw, you are ſure ſhe can't bite, 
| Derry down, down, K&, 


How pleaſant the reliſh of old bottl'd beer, 
Pour'd forth in a tumbler our ſpirits to cheer ; 
Take an honeſt old wife, 'tis a parallel caſe, 1 
Cork her well, and ſhe'll mantle and ſmile in your fac 

| Derry down, down, &, 


SONG L. 
| Tune, Lumps of Pudding. 
NE Ev'ning, Good-humour took Wit as his Gueſt, 


Reſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt; | 
Their liquor was claret, and love was their hoſt, E 
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| But while like true bucks they enjoy'd their deſign, 
For the joys of a buck lie in love, wit and wine, 


" | | \larm'd they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
ad the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
1 They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 

1 End up airs they drag'd, the impertinent bound, 

* hen brought to the light, how much were they pleas'd 


o ſee 'twas the grey glutton Time, they had ſeiz'd ? 
i glaſs was his lanthorn, his ſcythe was his pole, 
W's ſingle lock dangled a-down his ſmooth ſcull. 

i Friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to knock, 
nd bid ye begone, for it's paſt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom'd tooth'd ſavage, on this advice fix, 
WT ho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ſtill points to fix : 

ne e longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 
his is right, call'd out it, while we're in our prime, 
here is nothing like claret, for killing of Tie. 
W772, rejoic'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
or impertinent tell us, 'tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Now Time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 
oe and Wit of that troubleſome gueſt well has rid us 3 
WE: it Tue ſhould be wanting for any deſign, 
Wnceforth he'll be found in a hogthead of wine. 
Nee Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think 
WT this rule, we are ſure of our Time when we drink; 
r ane, Lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
„Ke. we're certain our drinking is always well Zid. 


SONG LuVII. 
Tune, The bonny grey ey'd morn, 
A Hymn to Love, addreſs'd ts Miſs 
IGHT of our mind, all hail prolific beam, 
Our fam'd grand parents feaſt in Eden's grove, 
toall. tree of life there rais'd its plenteous ſtem, 
zu ore the rich fruit, and that rich fruit was Love. 
E:. K | The 


ueſt, 


194 ) 
Hope blooms the bloſſoms which fair fancy ſorm'd, 
While melting pity raiſes ev'ry ſhoot ; 
Eſteem then ſtrengthens what deſire has warm'd, 
And, in the heart of friendſhip, Love takes root. 


Devoutly thus young Damon own'd his flame, 
The friendly pow'rs of Love approv'd his pray'r; 
Fair Delia tripping down the landſcape came, 
_ "T'was Venus urg'd and fond impell'd the fair, 
He roſe, he ruſh'd, he ſeiz'd the glowing maid, 
She faintly cry'd, nay Damon, nay, have done; 
Is there no help, ye gods! I am betray'd, 
Then, ſighing on his breaſt, ſunk ſoftly down. 


Oh! if you ever lov'd me, Damon, dear, 
She murmur'd, as ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt ; 
Hark, hit, who's that ? my life, my love, forbear, 
More ſhe won'd fay, but ſighs forbad the reſt. 
„More I would ſay ; but more I am forbid, 
_ «« Suffice it that they met with mutual flame, 
What happy lovers do, perhaps, they did, 
Come, Polly, gueſs the deed, and do the ſame.” 


SONG LVII. 
Tune, Daniel Cooper. 


OOR Dane mourn'd (lock'd up from love) 

F That ſhe was born in vain, fir; 
"hen ſent her prayer to powerful ove, 

To eaſe her virgin pain, fir, 
'To pave his way, as lovers ſhou'd, 

He gold diſpatch'd before, fir, 

No guards that battering force withſtood, 

It broke down ev'ry door, fir. 


Supine ſhe lay on velvet couch, 
Her mind ſoft thoughts conceiving, 
She rais'd her head at 7ove's approach, 
At once the god receiving. Delight 


1 
Delight throughout the palace reign'd, 
Such was the will of Fove,. fir, 


Each flave large ſtore of gold had gain'd, | 
| The lady ſtore of love, fir. 


Confine a girl in di'mond rocks, 
Depute a dragon centry, 

Yet Love, m ſpite of guarded locks, 
Knows where to make his entry. 

From potent gold Love borrows wings,. 
Regardleſs of abaſement, 

On which to ladies lips he ſprings, 
Thro' Key-hole, or thro' caſement. 


If yon like ove, your gold diſplay, 
The fair will make you bleſs'd, fir, 
When wealth prepares a lover's way, 
They love that way the beſt, fir: 
Be ſecret tho' in what you give, 
Nor to your friend unfold, fir, 
Tho' all you have they'll all receive, 
| They hate to have it told, fir; 


What woman can the force withſtand 
Of ſuch united wooin 

When love and wealth, in either hand, 

And ſecrecy come ſuing. 

Intriguing youth, henceforth approve 
The ſyſtem I unfold, ſirs, 

vince gold can always beſt make love, 
We'd beſt make love to gold, firs. 


$0 NG IX. 
LOVELY BET. 
Ne the happy knot is ty'd, 
And Betſy is my lovely bride: 
Now, my dear, be not ſo coy, 
Freely grant the nuptial joy; 
Let me, charming lovely Pet, 


Squeeze your bubby, fuck the teat. 
| 5 


Let me ſtroak your ſnowy thigh; 


(90 1} 


Now to maiden arts adieu, 
You ſhall ſee how I pleaſe you; 
Down upon that haycock lie, 


— 


Then my charming lovely Bet, 
I will ſqueeze and ſuck your teat. 


There, my Collin, will that do, 
I vow I'd do't for none but you; 
O your tooth is ſo. tharp ſet, 
That you hurt your lovely Bet: 
Leave off, deareſt Colinet, 
Elſe you'll quite bite off my tear. 


What a wound you've made, pray ſee, 
Prithee look and pity me; 
Oh! what is a coming now, 
J ſhall faint away I know: 
Never fear, my deareſt Bet, 
"Tis love's balſam for your teat. 


Once again, my Collin, try, 

And your balſam ſtrait apply; 

Do my dear, indeed you ſhall, 

For 'tis mighty pectoral: 

No, no, Bet, no more this bout, 
For behold my Vial's out. 


The HP—s RAMBLE. 


F all the occupations 4 man can take in hand, 
None can excel the h—g trade, if p—s they 
woill but ſtand, 


And a h——g we will go, &c. 


In ſinging and drinking we'll ſpend the night and day, 
And by h g of our landlady we will the reckoning i 
OY. And a h——g we will go, = 


3%) 


&c. 


ning 4 


&c. 
And 


C7 
And if ſhe has ever a daughter that is old enough, 


we'll turn the mother out of doors, and h—p the girl 
in buff. | And a g we will go, &c, 


Urrom thence unto the park, and h—p the ſoldiers trulls, 
We'll rifle every ſaucy bitch, and crack the boogers ſkulls, 
And a 5 g e abi go, &c. 


hen thro' Spring- garden gate and up the Strand we'll 


beat, | = 
Woainſt the poſts we'll ſtoutly h—p each gaudy whore 
we meet, And a g we will ge, &c. 


N Then ſtrait up Cath'r ine-flreet, and ſo to Drury- lane, 
cl h—p our way thro' both of theſe and then go on 


| N again. Aud ah g we will go, Kc. 


Rs 


EY EE TR 


rom thence unto Wapping and there lead jovial lives, 
Neill drink ourſelves half drunk in punch, and h—p 
£ the captains wives. DD 

And a h——g we will go, &c. 


3 rom thence unto Stepney and then back unto Rag Fair, 
Ind if we have but pence a piece, we'll hp the bitches 
there. And a h——g we will go, &c. 


rom thence unto J/hite. Chapel like well-accompliſh'd 
5 rakes, | 
geil pull the butchers by the noſe, and h—p their 
$ wives for ſteaks, WK, | 

And a h——g we will go, &c. 


5 he fiſh women of Billingſeate we'll h-—p by all the gods, 
beir a—s plac'd on heaps of dace, and fill their c—ts 
[7 with cods. Andath g we will go, &c. 


om thence unto Fleet-market Where parſons were ſo 
4 thick, 
ſe'll h—p their wives, and with their bands each man 
ſhall wipe his p—k. = 
And a h——g we will go, &c. , 
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SONG IXI. 
* Catguttina's Lamentation, A B urletta, 
RECITATHtYOo, 


ERE is mine lofe, mine pretty dammoſeina, 
Dat ſhe no come to make mine {ſhirt look cleaner; 
Vat is the reaſon ſhe no come before, 
To mend mine preeches, viſh ſo much are tore. 


IX. 
(To the tune of, Deareſt creature of all nature. ) 


Dammoſeina 
Neat and clean a, 


5 0 my lofely beauteous laſs, 


Put ſome ſtitches 

In mine preeches, 
Or de folks—vill ſee mine a—ſe. 

Put ſome ſtitches 

In mine preeches, 
Or de folks—vill ſee mine a—1e. 
Or de folks, Oc. 


Bring ſome ſoap to vaſh and ſeower, 


And ſome ſtarch, or elſe ſome flour; 


Haſte, O haſte, mine lofly fair, 
Vile I curl and pinſh- mine air, 
Damoſeina neat, GS. 
Vid mine fidel I'll delight ye, 
Muſie charms will ſure invite ye, 
Come, O come, mine dammoſeina, 
To your faithful Carguttina. 
Oh! O 
Dammoſeina neat, . &c. 


RKECIT@&4T-1y o. 
Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight: 25 
Vat muſt I do? to-night is op'ra night 
But hark !—I hear her knocking at de door, 
Come in you little, pretty, ſaucy ore. 
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„ *PTALIAN AIR. 


: 8 SHE. 
Eh! Seignior vat you call a me, 
lf you ſay ſuch vorts encore, 
l vill ſo cuff and maul ye, 
Tu teach you call me ore. 
I'll teach you call me ore, 
I'll teach you, Oc. 

heard you ſay ſo juſt as I 
Vas coming at de door, 

Vas coming at de door, 

Vas coming at, Oc. 


RE CITAT IVO. 
y gar mine angels J was in jeſt, 

or ven I call you ore I lofe you beſt. 
1 ITALIAN AIX. 
Come den mine Dammoſeina, a 

| Here take mine rofel'd ſhirt, 

und vaſh it nice and cleanna, 

For ah! 'tis black as dirt; 

en make mine breeches whole and tight, 
And I will—kiſs you for't. 

And I will—kiſs you for't. 


SONG LXII. 


Tune, Farewel to Lochaber. | 


HE ſportſman may boaſt of his well ſcented hound; 
Each day let the coxcomb in dawdling confound ; 

he ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes ; 
et poets be fool'd by their fancy-form'd dreams; 
et night-waſting learned their volumes unfold, 
Jive the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold; 
3 Cainſt learning, wealth, drinking, wit, ſtate, I proteſt, 
lis woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. | 
174 - | Tho' 


( w) 


Tho- Bird's in ſhrill ſymphonies, ſing o'er our head 
And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads ; I 
Tho” the fruits are ſo pleaſant, ſo thick row the trees, 
So warm ſhines the ſun, and ſo cool breathes each breeze: 
The odour of ſpices, the pure chryſtal ſtream; 

Each nice gift of nature, I nobly eſteem : 
Yet birds, Fairs, ſpice, flowers, can ne' er ſtand the te, 


1 0 | With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt, 


4 I | In ſickneſs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair, 
Wn il What woe can we feel, if fond. woman is there? 
15 The noſtrum of nature, the med' cine of liſe, 
In ev'ry affliction, the cure is a Wife: 
But think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To the miſer- like virgin, the green- ſiekneſs maid ; 
Tho' ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfect's your plan, 


And ye uſeleſs exiſt, till you're finiſh®d by Man. 


8 ON G LXIII. 
A "GRAND SOLEMN DIRGE, in the High Burleſyu 
Tragi-comic Taſte ; performed at the Funeral of Ou 


ExnGL1SH LIBERTY, the.day the Treaty of Peace wa 
Iued betwixt England, France, and Spain, 


Firſt ReciTaTive, By Mr Bawldon.. 
To the bladder and ſtring. 


Enceforth no Ezgli/h brow ſhall ſmile, 
She's gone !!—The darling of our iſle :* 
Struck to the heart, 
With grief and ſmart; 
Woe ! Woe! 
Ah! Oh! 
- | Weep, wail!. 
Cry, rail! 
Rave, ſwear, . 
Stamp, ſtare! 
Nothing remains, but black deſpair! | 
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a A IR. . 
> By Mr Black-Beard, the Black- Smith, 
Tees, 3 To the Auvil and Hammer. 


"I Tune, By the Side of a great Kitchen Fire. 
1 Then the tax on the Peter was laid, 

tet, thought they had ſomething in view, 

: me ſcheme on our ſtrength and our trade, 
Por ſince I've had nothing to do; 
Ich night T could: call for my quart, 
For Thrums have a tankard of Porter, 
Wt the Halſpenny breaks my poor heart, 
And the beer is no better than water. 
4 DVETT A: 
Miß Rent and Miſs Shriller (Two milk Girls) 
= To the Rattling of their Paili. 

(Tune, The Attick Fire.) 


| dme all ye brave that fought and bleds 
our darling liberty is dead, 
y cruel! hands ſhe fell; 
Nee lovely fair alas! no more 
all ſmile on poor Britannia's ſhore ; 
grief too great to tell! 
7 RECITATIVE. 
5 By Mr Waſs-p, Stinger and Singer. 
- ; (To the Drone of a Bagpipe.) 
take em, for their damn'd ill-nature, 
Jing em, home, with /tinging ſatire. 

A IX. 
| (Accompanied with the Tongs and Fire - ſhovel. ) 


(Tune, Britons, ſtrike home.) 
Britons, ſneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Your liberty's gone, 
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Hark ! Hark to her knell ! 

Hark! Hark to her knell! Da Capo. 
Ding, dong, bell. 


DU ET T A. 
By Meſſrs. Savage and Mad-Ox Butchers, 
(To the Marrow-bones and Cleavers.) 


A 
(Tune, As I was a driving my Waggon one Day, &c,) * 
The Devil take all their damn'd ſcheming, I ſay, Br 
They've murder'd poor liberty—rot 'em, I pray; Yet 
They butcher'd her vilely, and mangled her ſore, 1 
And made themſelves drunk with the poor creature's The 
gore, H 
K 45 H ORUS. 
Ah, poor liberty ! old E neliſh * 
Genius of England adieu! 
RE CITATIVE and AIR, Sha 
By Mr Shampleſs, the T runk-maker, 6 = 
To the Rumbling of Carts, Coaches, and Broad Wheel Wh 
IWaggens, For 
Oh ! T could tear their houſes down; 
Aye that I would for half a crown ; 
I'd make 'em ſtart, and ſtare, and wonder, 
To hear my Stentorific thunder! ; 
1K | 


(Tune, 3 me with Ice and Snow.) 


Ah it is a fatal blow, 
And a diſmal overthrow ; 

Never was a ſcene of woe, 

Like what we undergo. 


1 
DUE TTA. 

By Mr Shagger, and Miſs Put-here, Pueareſts, 
( Accompanied by the Hurdy Gurdy.) 
(Tune, In Infancy our Hopes, &c.) 


When fair ſucceſs began to ſmile, 
And ſpread her chearing rays; 
Each hero valu'd not the ſpoil, 
But fought in hopes of bays: 
Yet victory was all in vain, 
Twas juſt like childrens” play 
The S—:—/> friends of France and Spain, 
Have giv'nt all away. 
RECEFTAT EVE. 
DS By Mr Low, the Highwayman®*, 
(Accompanied with the Clinking of Fetters) 
Shall villains kill or rob in ſtate, 
And ſordid ſeek their country's fate ; 
Becauſe forſooth, they're rich and great? 


While ſuch as I are hang'd in air, 
For only putting folks in fear. 


AIX. 
Tune, Since Laws were made, &c. 


If raſcals were puniſh'd of ev'ry degree, 

For robbing their country, or taking a fee, 

What a heap of S——þ faces we daily ſhould ſee ; 
Under Tyburn tree, 


But favour can take out the ſtain from a coat, 
E'en the blood of a king who was ſold for a groat, 
For that they will ſay was a trifling fault; 
| | But d n their plea. 

* Mackheath. 
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684) 
| RECITATIVE. 
By Mrs Vixen - (Termagant) To the Clack of a Mill, 


Like to the clack of this ſame mill, 
They ne'er ſhall make my tongue lye ſtill; 
May rage and clamour never ceaſe, 

To make a noiſe about the Peace. 


IX. 
To the Tune of, Harve/? Home. 


come Nelly and Moll, 

Come Suſan and Doll, 

Each termagant raiſe up your voice; 
Let us rave, let us ſquall, 

Let us bellow and bawl, 

And make a moſt damnable noiſe ! 


53 CHORUS. 
No peace ſhall there be, 


For them nor for me, 
So let's have a damnable noiſe ! 
Damnable noiſe ! | 
Damnable noiſe ! 
So let's have a damnable neiſe ! 


RECITATEYVE., 


By Mr Quaker, the finging Baker, and Mr Legg-i, 


By all the gods ['ll make em Joon 7 
Their lips to quaver and to guake / 
I'll ſhew myſelf a ſubje& true; 
Ha ! Maſter Legg-it, what ſay you? 
Mr Legg-it, 
As long as I've a leg to ſtand on, 
I never will the cauſe abandon, 
AM BO. 
(Tune, With Swords on their Thighs.) 


To liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 
We nel er can ſorget, tho we can't her regain, 


How 8 


A fr 


4-35) 

How charming ſhe look'd with her ſhield and her ſpear ! 
A friend to the ſtranger, a ſtranger to fear. 
Da Capo. 
RECITATIVE and AIR. 
By Miſs Cat-ly and Miſs Squallam. 
{ Accompanied by the Cat Organ, ) 


* 


Ye catterwauling Tribe each night, 
Diſturb their ſlumber, wake 'em quite: 
Your ba/e and treble pipes prepare, 
And harrow up their ſouls with fear, 
A IX. 
Strait with bawling ! of IR 
Squealing, ſqualling ! 
| Ne'er your helliſh muſic ceaſe : 
With eternal 
Strains infernal |! 
Tell 'em they ſhall have no peace. 
Da Caps, 


Grand CnoRvUs, accompanied by the whole Band. 


No peace ſhall there be, 
For them nor for me, | 
So let's have a damnable noiſe ! 
S Damnable noiſe! 
So let's have a damnable noiſe. 


Da Capo. 
SONG LXIVV. 


8 is the little c—t that has no hair on't, 
But the ſoft down upon the ſkin; | 
Firſt you muſt ſtroak it, 

Then provoke it, 
Then you muſt whip your p—go in, 
Into the little c—t that has no hair on't, 
But the ſoft down upon * ſkin, 


Sweet's 


But Cupid whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a ſempſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his quietus. 


Silk, ſtay· tape and buckram, he damns them to hell 


| T he fate-ſhears would ſnip off his remnant of lite. 
| | Derry dawn, AY . 


636). 


Sweet's the bonny laſs that lays upon the graſs, 
With her petticoats up to her chin ? 
Firſt you mult ſtroak it, 
Then provoke it, 
Then you muſt whip your p—go in, 
Into the bonny laſs that lays upon the graſs, 
With {mock and petticoats up to her chin. 


SONG LXV. 
Tune, A Cobler there was, &. 


Taylor there was and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'er in his life taſted champaign or care 
On high ſoups or ragouts he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
Derry down, &c, 


He follow'd his work without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pint of ſtrong beer for his lining; 


Derry down, &, 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lay ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure; 
His bill he contrives not with items to ſwell, 


Derry down, &, 


Then he viſits the ſempſtreſs, with aukward addrei 
Proteſts on his kindneſs, for her happineſs ; 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at ſuch ſpeeches and wheel 
he the, lackaday, was as ſharp as a needle, 
Derry down, &c. 


He told hes ON honourable terms he was come, 
And begg'd that ſhe'd inſtantly tell him his doom; 
Unleſs that ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


Ra ee ns; eee TINT T EW 8 . a . , 
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Do you think, ſays the ſempſtreſs, I'd take to my 
ſpoule, 
Pne chat no man eſteems at three ſkips of a louſe; 
advance in your favour whatever you can, 
| ; \ taylor makes but the ninth part of a man, 
5 Derry down, &c. 


The taylor perſiſted in lying, intreating, 
und making ſuch ſpeeches as ſcarce bear repeating ; 
\ woman unmarry'd, was uſeleſs he ſaid, 
was jult like a needle without any thread. 
| Derry down, c. 


As ſhe work'd, he commended her fingers ſo nimble, 
ad ſwore that her eyes were more bright than his 
o' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, (thimble 
don't know how 'twas, but he cabbag'd her heart. 
Derry down, &c. 


* ery d, 
or her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
BJ ho' to turkies and capons he could not aſpire, 
Ihe might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 
8 Derry down, &c. 


Then away hand and hand, to the chapel they went, 
or appear'd in their faces the leaſt diſcontent; 

We ought but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd, 
or eroſs· legg d together they Ritch'd till they dy'd. 
Derry down, &c, 


SONG LXVI. 


To its own tune. 


. 9 NE night as 1 lay muſi ng, 

K I heard a woman call 

ſtepp'd from bed, and laid my head 
Quite a unto the wall. 


When the priel. ſhould have tack'd them together, he 


I 2 I had 
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had not liſten'd long, 


Die! die 1- 


And there perhaps he liveth ſtill, 


( 88 ) 


Before I heard her ry 
O lord !—G—d's curſe ye! 
Out upon you, fie! 


E peeped thro” a crevice, 
Where there I did eſpy, 
In the next room adjoining to, 

A charming creature lie, 
With her enamour'd ſwain; 
O! puſh, — then ſhe did cry, 

O lord !—G—4's curſe ye 
Out upon you, fie! 


He rouzl'd her, he touzb'd her, 
He laid her legs at large 

And when that he had made it tand, 
He clapt it to her charge! 

But all that ſne could cry, 
Was, lord! oh! I ſhall die! 


Out upon you, fie! 
O! fie upon you, Paddy, 
What a towzer is there ! | 
For little does my mother think T] 
That you have got ſo near: | 
But I will call my mother, 
As loud as I can call, 


Mother ! mother ! one inch further— T 
Out upon you, fie! |, 
SONG. LXVII. 


Hntitled, WILKES and LIBERTY. 
Tune, The Parſon he went to the water: ſide. 


N Great George, Weſtminſter, there liv'd 
A man of patriot fame, 


And J— W——xes is bis name. 11 4% 1 
£ R 


689) 


To all the Scots he hatred bore, 
Which grew to ſuch a pitch, 
He would not with L— B— ſhake hands, 
He would not catch the itch. | 
Tel, ddl, lol. 


His pen was like a two-edg'd ſword, 
His wit was arp and pat, 
And keen N— B s he could write, 
But not a word of that, 5 
Tol, dol, lol. 


The muckle laird grew wan at this, 
And tried a thouſand ways, 
But could not win him to himſelf, 
As ev'ry Briton ſays, 
Tol, dol, lol. 


This touch'd his pride —all in the night 
His mirmydons he ſent, 

To take the culprit ſafe in hold, 
He order'd, and they went. 


Tol, dol, lol. 


The tower then receiv'd the gueſt, 
But he car'd not a f—ta, _ 
They ſoon were glad to let him go, 


By the dint of magna charta, 
Tol, dot, let. 


The muckle laird gang'd his gate, 
Alas, he could not ſtay; 

A cat will mew, as Shakeſpear ſays, 
A dog will have his day. 


Beware, gude hid —for tho” this work 
By others hands is done, 

80 bunglingly * tis brought about, 
We ken tis all thine own, 


13 


Tol, del, lol. 


70/, del, lol. 


God 
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| God proſper long our noble king, 
And keep us bold and free; 


So quaff the bowl, and let us ſings. 
To Wilkes. and Liberty, 


SONG EXVIIE 
Tune, Come Roſalind. 


EN, Delia, leaning on thy breaſt, 

What tranſports of delight I feel ! 

Arabia's balmy ſweets I taſte, 

| When I thy lips with Kiſſes ſeal, 

| What bliſs each tender look beſtows ! 
What pleaſing pangs my boſom ſwell, 

When to my heart I preſs thee cloſe, 
And in ſoft ſighs my paſſion tell! 


What muſt the full poſſeſſion prove?” 
When Hymen makes our joys complete, 
it And: gives. thee to my conſtant love. 
| Then ſhall I claſp-thy-latent- charms, 
| | And call the lovely treaſures mine; 
Then circled in thy ſnowy. arms, 

Diſſolve in ecſtaſy divine. 


| 
| 
gay, if the-prelude be ſo ſweet, 


* SONG 1x 
"f To the Tune of, The Queen's Aſs... 


F freedom no longer let Engli/hmen: boaſt, 

| Nor liberty more be their. favourite toaſt; 

The hydra oppreſſion your charter defies, 

10 And galls Engliſh necks with the yoke of exciſe, 

ll The yoke of exciſe, Kc. 
| 


In vain have you conquer'd, my brave hearts of oak, 
Your lawrels, your conqueſts, are all but a joke; 


„ 
Rket a r—{—ly peace ſerve to open your eyes, 
And the d—n— ble ſcheme of a cyder exciſe, 
| | A cyder exciſe, &c. 


What though on your porter a duty was laid, 

E Your /ight double-tax'd, and encroach'd on your trade, 
who e'er could have thought that a Briton ſo wile, 
would admit ſuch a tax as the cyder exciſe, 

Y The cyder exciſe, &c. 


WI appeal to the Fox, or his friend John a Boot, 
If tax'd thus the juice, then how ſoon may the fruit? 
Adieu then to good apple-puddings and pies, 
lf c'er they ſhould taſte of a curſed exciſe. | 
f A curſed exciſe, &c, 


et thoſe at the H- m, who have ſought to enſlave 
WA nation ſo glorious, a people ſo brave; 

At once be convinc'd that their ſcheme you deſpiſe 
And ſhed your laſt blood to oppoſe their exciſe, 

: Oppoſe their exciſe, &c, 
L Come on then my lads, who have fought and have bled 
A tax may, perhaps, ſoon be laid on your bread ; 

le natives of I/orc'ſter and Devon ariſe, 

And ſtrike at the root of the cyder exciſe, - 

= | Te cyder exciſe, &c. 


No longer let K—s at the H—m of the St—e, 
With fleecing and grinding purſue Britain's fate; 
et power no longer your wiſhes diſguiſe, 
But off with their heads—by the way of exciſe, 
= | The way of exciſe,. &c;. 
From two /atiz- words, ex and ſcindo, I ween,. 
Came the hard word exciſe, which to cut of does mean; 
Lake the hint then, my lads, let your freedom adviſe, 
und give them a taſte: of their fav'rite exciſe, 
3 5 Their fav'rite exciſe, &c. 


WloP:TT and. Lord TEM IL E, huzza, boys, huzza! 


ben toſs off your bumbers, my lads, while you may, 


Here's; 


— 
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( 92 ) 
Here's the King that to tax his poor ſubjects denies 
But pox o' the ſchemer that plann'd the exciſe, 7 
That plann'd the exciſe, that plann'd the exciſe 
But pox o the ſchemer that planu'd the exciſe, | 


SON G IXX. 

The IWay to win her, 
A- C AN T A F A. 
REeciTarTtve. 


Outhful and buxom—ſuch the will of fate; 
Dorinda mourn'd, alas! her widow'd ſtate : 

With ſighs and tears, in diſmal black array'd, 
She all the awful charms of grief diſplay'd ; 

Such charms as ſoon a crowd of lovers drew, 
Who lik'd her perſon much—and money too ; 
But ev'ry art they us d was all in vain, _ 

For thus ſhe vow'd ſhe ne er wou'd wed again. 


4 1:3 
To the Tune of, Mingotti's minuet. 


Here I wear it, 
 Heav'n ſhall hear it, 

1 will ever conſtant prove, 
To the deareſt 

And ſincereſt, 

To my firſt and only love. 


Leave your wooing, 
Ceaſe purſuing, | 
Know my heart was fix'd before; 
All your ſighing, . 
Swearing, lying, 
Ne'er, oh! nc'er ſhall win me more, 


RE 


8 - ft „ 
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A ſmart young captain came among the reſt, 
And in a diff'rent ſtrain his love expreſs'd ; 
Not bowing, ſighing, cringing, and all that, 
But hugs and kiſſes to the bus'neſs pat; 
And while he claſp'd her, ſtrugling, to his breaſt, 
In jocund vein the widow he addreſs'd. | 
Ak 
To the Tune of: Murdoch O Blaney, 
 prithee no more of this old faſhion'd folly, ma'm, 
'Tis a fin againſt nature to waſte thus your prime, 
Conſider you're youthful, and handſome, and jolly, ma'm, 
If you love pleaſure, now now 1s your time; 
Come then let's away my dear, 
F Make no delay, my dear, 
l ſee by your eyes that love thinks it no crime, 
= By heaven your charms are divine, 
Your lips are like honey I ſwear, 

If you will conſent to be mine, 

You ſhall not repent it, my dear, 
3 KECEFTAT IVE. 
We As the dark night yields to approaching day, 
So the blith captain baniſh'd grief away 
No longer ſorrow faulter'd on her tongue, 
W But with a ſmile, conſenting, thus ſhe ſung. 


A IX. 
To the Tune of, Nancy Dawſon, 


Dear captain, I muſt needs declare, 

Your jocund manner, pleaſing air, 

Have done your bus'neſs to a hair, 
And faith I think you clever; 

With other arts you ne ' er had won 

What mirth and humour now have done, 

You've finiſh'd well what you've begun, 


And I am yours for ever. 
5 WILEKES 
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SONG LXXI. 
WIL Ek Es and LIBERTY, 


To the Tune of, Gee ho, Dobbin. 


HEN [cattif oppreſſion rear'd up i its 14 0 head 


And od Engliſh liberty almoſt was dead; 


Brave Wilkes, like a true Fugliſß member aroſe, 


And thunder'd defiance againſt England's foes, 


© faveet liberty ! Wilkes and liberty] 
Old Engliſh liberty, Q 1: 


With truth on his ſide, the great friend of his cauſe 
He wrote for the good of his country and laws, 
No penſion could buy him—no title or place, 
Could tempt him his country, or ſelf, to debaſe. 

O fweet liberty ! ! &, 


To daunt him in vain with fn they try'd 


But, ah! his great ſoul e'en the Tower defy'd ; 
e Conduct me, kind Sir (to the jailor he ſaid) 


here never Scotch rebel, or traitor, has laid.” 


O faweet liberty | &, Wi 


But the jailor knew well it was not in his power, 
To find ſuch a place any where in the Tower ; 


So begg'd, if he could, he'd the lodging think well on, 


Although it ſmelt ſtrongly of Scotch and rebellion, 
O brave liberty! Ke, 


The friend of his cauſe, noble Temple appear'd 


(Brave Temple, by each Engliſh boſom rever' d) 
But ſuch was their power —or rather their ſpite, 


That his lordſhip of Willes could not gain the leaſt ſight; 


9 poor liberty! &c. 
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3 lone would think then by this, and indeed with ſome 
5 reaſon, 
hat poor colonel Wilkses had been guilty of treaſon, 
por ſure ſuch good people as now are in power, 
| ! Would ne'er ſend an innocent man to the Tower, 

O poor liberty! RE. 


B 
os 
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WT, Weſtminſter then they the traitor convey'd, 

WT he traitor | what traitor? why Wilkes, as they ſaid, 
hut when he came there, they were all in a pother, 
and look'd, like a parcel of fools, at each other. 
0 poor liberty! &c, 


hen back to the 88 they whirl 'd him along, 

[- Midſt the ſhouts and applauſe of a well-judging throng, 
chile the dupes of oppreſſion debated, I trow, fir, 
Moſt wiſely in private on what they ſhou'd do, fir. 

S © poor liberty! &c, 


EZThree days had elaps'd when to W:/kminſter hall, 
hey brought him again, midſt the plaudits of all; 
When auiſdom and Pratt ſoon decided the caſe, 
And Wilkes was diſcharg d without guilt or diſgrace, 
Ks O brave liberty! &c. 


Triumphant they bore him along thro' the erowd, 
rom true Exgliſh voices joy eccho'd aloud : 

WA fig then for Saconey, his malice is vain, 

We have Wilkes —aye and WWilkes has his freedom again. 
O brave liberty! Wilkes and liberty! 
Old Engliſh Liberty, O!“ 


SONG LXXIL 


SomMETHIiING New. 


Tune, Lochaber, 


MONG all the arts which to pleaſe we 3 


Our ſureſt ſueceſs ſtill attends on what's new, 
Tis 
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41 
Tis novelty pleaſes alike one and all, 
From the high to the low, the great and the ſmall; 


To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſures ſtill true, 
We humbly muſt offer you ſomething that's new. 


To obtain this great point, tho' often we try, 
Our flower dreſt ſonnets ſoon languiſh and die; 
The ſoft arts of love, and the heroes due praiſe, 


| Have long been worn out, and unfit for our lays, Mir): 
i Yet ſtill as your pleaſure is all we've in view, I 
ö What we offer at preſent, we hope will be new. da 
1 Ye wits and ye critics, ye belles and ye beaux, 'n 7 
i Ye lovers of wine, and ye lovers of cloaths; I Ti 

l Ye lovers of women, of tattle, and wit, 5 
| To each, and to all, our ſong is now writ m 
[ To pleaſe all alike we endeavour to do, F An 
il! And that you'll agree will be new, very new. A 55 
| | a U 


When the wits ceaſe to cenſure the unthinking ag. 
When critics in praiſe of the moderns engage, 8 
When fops ceaſe admiring their dreſs and their party t o' 
When belles ceaſe their ogling and angling for hearts Ti. 
"lt When the toper his bottle ſhall ceaſe to purſue, by 
it Yon all will agree this is new, very new. 


| When gameſters gr ow honeſt, and quit cards andd 7 ad t. 
il. When prudes ſhall ceaſe calling of wenching a vice, 


When miſers forget their old hoards to encreaſe, 


I When tatlers ſhall ceaſe at each other to rail, i 

j | And truth, honeſt truth, ſhall o'er ſcandal prevail; e 

0 N When all married folks, to each other are true, tm 

0 | You will readily cry, this is new, very new. 85 

0 When the laughter ſhall ceaſe to be pleas'd with a 22 

k | | When the courage of braggarts ſhall ceaſe to be {wo = 
| 


When party and rage, thro' the nation ſhall ceaſe, 
j When all this ſhall happen, I doubt not but you, thre 
j Will trait clap your hands, and allow this 1s new. 
1 | | S ON 
10 
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SONG IXXII. 
SOMETHING New. 


Tune of, London Cr:es, 


'E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
['Il tell you ſomething new; 
zrhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong, 
Tho' ſtrange you'll find it true: 
days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
'Twas wiſdom bore the prize; 
t modern times have chang'd the lay, 
is folly to be wiſe, 
t no grave cynic take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; 
WE boaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, 
Our paſſions make us blind: 
ſerve at church the learned prieſt, 
ne bids you temp'rance prize; 
t o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 
is folly to be wiſe. 


— 


ä — = - 
— 2 — - — — —— 4 = 
: of — * . 8 — — - - — > 2 = - _ —.— — — - > D — * - = 
$46.0) as. > "hs r a 1 9 - 4 
= — —— -_ « — 
= — — w — 
— — — — — — — =D —  — — Hy 
— — 2 == —ʃ— 
’)Z;j˙;x —ñẽũ³Tl ! WES * — — 
* * 2 — — — — — = - — * - __ - TY * OS I 
— OE EEE AS --, ** * — — - 1 5 5 


e miſs full fifteen years has run, 
he ſighs, and thinks of love; 
ad tho' ſhe's ſure to be undone, 
he will the paſſion prove: 
ys ſage mamma to pert miſs Prue, 
ge chaltity your prize; 
t miſs declares, when men purſue, 
is folly to be wiſe. 
more thoſe muſty rules purſue, 
Once taught in heathen ſchools 3 
It me believe, I tell you true, 
he ancients were but fools : 
chro' life's ſtream we glide along, 
e diffrent paſſions prize: 
be the burthen of my ſong, 
Tis folly to be wiſe, © 
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SONG LXxXIV, 
The Choice Spirits Lottery, : 
To the Tune of, The Big- belly; Bottle. 


XE national ſchemers a while give me leave, 
A icheme I'll advance that ſhall no one deceive; 

No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 

Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate, 


No Hazards your tickets divide into ſhares, 
'To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 


The wheel is good-humour'd, the prize is—good wine, 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue, 


To a people who always give Bacchus his due; 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 
The cauſe I'll relate you, ſo juſtly admir'd. | 


Tiis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 

"Tis wine gives us wit and enobles our ſenſe, 

And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence; 


The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſſes charms ; 
The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the wine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love frifk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown ; 
pollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 
'To take off the hyp and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus who values his pelf, 
To be happy for once —ſteal a crown from himſelf; 
Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 
The whole courſe is a blank, here you are ſure of a prie. 
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( 99 ) 
Ye lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 
Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quickly find eaſe; 
Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
This evening we draw fir, at—Comus's-hall, 


SONG LXXV. 
ww CUNTETST; 
(4 Soldier and a Sailer, &c.) 


Stateſman and a doctor, 
A juſtice and a proctor, 
Four creatures now in being, 
To plunder all agreeing : 
And very much in vogue, 
One ev'ning very late, fir, 
Had got in high debate, fir, 
And were at doubtful ſtrife, ſir, 
Who led the happieſt life, fir, 
And was the greateſt rogue, 


With countenance molt meagre, 
On diſputation eager, 
With cane up to his noſe, ſir, 
The doctor firſt aroſe, fir, 

And thus the flame revives : 
When patients ſay they're worſe, ſir, 
I feel their pulſe and purſe, fir, | 
And then with launce and pill, fir, 
I make diſpatch to kill, fir, 

And cheat 'em of their lives. 


The lawyer talk'd like fury, 
And ſaid, he'd call a jury, 
And then they ſoon would find, fir, 
He cheated all mankind, fir, 
And led a life of eaſe: 
| K2 With 


'G 


(100 
With pleas and replications, 


Long briefs, and declarations, 


He had for many years, fir, 
Set people by the ears, fir, 
And gull'd 'em of their fees. 


The ſtateſman in a paſſion, 
A man of rank and faſhion, 
d-——me, loudly thunder'd, 
Fl bett you one cool hundred, 
I greater proofs can brin 
With taxes and conventions, 
With ſinecures and penſions, 
With having gain'd a ſeat, fir, 
In parliament, I cheat, Gr, 
My country and my King. 


oo 
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Then up the juſtice tarted, 
And thus his mind imparted; 
Tis Im the greateſt knave, ſir, 
More {kill than all I have, fir, 
And mine's the better trade: 


For with my brave thieftaker, 
I cheat you, and your maker 


By ſwearing black is white, fir, 
I prove that wrong 1s right, fir, 
You ſwing, and we are paid. 


Vat while theſe rogues were raving, 

And one another braving 

The candle ſtrait burnt blue, fir, 

Old Nick appear'd in view, ſir, 
Which caus'd a horrid ſmell : 

And quickly in a crack, fir, 

Clap'd all four on his back, fir, 

Then Toon was out of ſight, ſir, 


And with 'em that ſame night, ſir, 


He got ſafe into hell. 


4 :40t 
SONG IXXVI. 
A Mr ol E v. 


| Tune, The Abbot of Canterbury, 


S at length on her back Jenny Cods was reclin'd, 
A Her lover came up and caught her in the mind ; 
He view'd her good poſture, and with graceful air, 
In ſong he thus addreſs'd the tempting, ſweet fair, — 
| Derry down, down, &c. 


Tune, Ceaſe your funning. 


Charming creature! 
Ev'ry feature 
Of that beauteous face combine 
To my ruin, 
Or undoing, 
If I cannot make you mine: 


Then, dear creature, 
Let thy nature 
With that loving face agree; 
Pray condeſcend 
One kiſs to lend, 
So I'll ever happy be. 


Duzr. Tune, W:fington's-minuect; 


Fenny Code, 
What's the odds? 
But, my dear, I hump you 
On this dining table, 
With two chairs t'enable,—— 
T will ſtrive to pleaſe you, 
He. Do not bawl, 
She, Faith I ſhall, | 
He. Indeed you ſhan't, my deary.. 
She, It is my deſire, . 
'That you do retire, 
Or the maids will hear you. 
K 3 nn 


Gr 


O! how you teaze me 


Can't you be eaſy ? 


Lud I'll ſqueak, my back you'll break. 


Pray now give over: 
Tho' you are a rover, 
You. ſhall be my lover; 
My word I will never break. 
He. Do not bawl, &c. 


He. O my dear, 
Do not fear, 
No one yet has heard you:— 
Give to me the pleaſure, 
To enjoy your treaſure, 
WES 88 harm will guard. you. 


Pray, conſent, 
Come, relent, 
The time's ſo apropos; 
This critical minute 
Do not loſe, but win it, 
Conſent, my deary, 0 


She. Tis all a folly 
I'll call, up Moth : 
Lud my dear, I can't bear! 
What are you doing? 
I feel my heart panting !. 
I am juſt a fainting !. 
Fear you'll prove my ruin. 
Ze. 0. my * & c. 


s O N IXXVII. 
The MOUSE's TALE. 
CK and his maſter a wager laid, 


75 Of threeſcore ſhillings and ten; 
Which of them had the longeſt p, 
The Wager. was to win. 


cc 


te 
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They meaſur'd the length, and alſo the breadth, 
And they meaſur'd them about, 
But Fack he did his maſter beat 
By four inches and the ſnout, 


The maid ſhe went behind the barn door, 
For which ſhe was much to blame; 
And when ſhe ſaw the wager won, 
She run and told her dame. 


The old woman. went behind the barn door, 
To do as the was wont, | 

And ſtooping down occaſionally, 
A mouſe jump'd into her c—. 


The old woman cry'd out to the old man, 
As loud as ſhe could cry, 

« There's a mouſe crept into my belly, 
« And without your help I die.” 


The old man he laid her on a ſack, 
As oft he had done before; 

But could not touch the mouſe's tail, 
By four inches and. more. | 


* 


The old man cry'd out to his. man Fack,. 
As loud as he could cry, 
« Here's a mouſe crept into my dame's belly, 
„And without your help ſhe'll die.“ 


“ Without you double my wages, quoth ack, 
Without you double my price; 

Without you double my wages, quoth he, 
% My p— ſhall hunt no mice. 


* I will double thy wages, quoth the old man, 
And give thee a hat and a coat, | 
* And for to buy a button and loop, 
„My dame ſhall give thee a groat.“ 


„Then work it away, my bonny boy Fact, 
For thou needeſt not to fail ;'— 
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« A little further, Jacl, ſhe ſaid, 
« And you'll touch the mouſe's tail! 


« Then work it away, my bonny boy Jaca, 
« For thou needeſt not to doubt 
« A little farther, Zack, ſhe cry'd; 


« And you'll turn the monſe about ! 


The old man ſtood upon the barn floor, 
With the beeſom in his hand, 

To knock the mouſe all on the head, 
As ſoon as it ſhould land. 14 1 


Come all you merry maids of Connaught, 
If you will me believe, 

When the old woman ſhe had 'got enough, 
She let the mouſe out of her ſleeve, 


SONG LXXVII. 
Mickle ado about Nothing, 
A $COT'S SONG. 
To the Tune of, Hooley and fairly. 


OCKEY was blithſome, and Fenny was gaily, 
He courted the laſſie bath nightly and daily, 
But, ah! the poor girl ſhe grew ſomething uneaſy, 

Becauſe that he wanted to rifle her daizey ; 
N Rifle her daizey,. 
Rifle her daizey, 

Becauſe that he wanted to rifle ber daizey, 


Quoth ſhe, maiſter Jock, gin ye mean me to marry; 
Pray what reaſon is there that thus you ſhou'd tarry ; 
Ha patience, quoth Fockey, and mak yourſel eaſy, 

I nathing e'er meant but to rifle your daizey : _ 
HD Rifle your daizey, &c. 


Enrag'd, 
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Enrag'd, quoth the laſs, ye may gang to the deel, fir, 
Unleſs to Meſs John and the kirk you appeal, fir; 
Hoot laſſie, quoth he, I'll na vex ye, nor teize ye, 
What harm would it be now to rifle your daizey ? 
Rifle your daizey, &C, 
Quoth he, let me touch but the delicate floweret, 
Ye may be ſure that I will not devour it; 
No, no, ye falſe loon, may the deel himſel ſeize ye 
You never, no never, {hall rifle my daizey; 
Rifle my daizey, &C. 
What never! quoth 7ockey, and ſprang to the charmer, 
With kiſſing and preſſing he ſoon gan to warm her, 
Thus faintmg the cry'd, O oct, can it pleaſe ye? 
By force thus to touch, or to rifle my daizey ; 
| | . Rifle my daizey, &c. 
The hard-hearted loon, notwithſtanding her tainting, 
Her ſighing, entreating, her ſtruggling and panting, 
Preſs'd on to the prize, juſt as if he was crazey, 
Got into her garden, and rifled her daizey. 
Rifled her daizey, &c. 
He ſoon quench'd the flame of his amorous paſſion, 
While ſhe grew more fond to indulge inclination, ; 
But ah the poor ſhepherd was waxen ſo lazy, 
That he found no deſire to rifle her daizey. 
Nile her daizey, 
Rifle her daizey, 
That he found no deſire to rifle her daizey. 


SONG LXXIX. 
Y charming Sylvia ſee 
f Of what J am poſſeſt; 


5 Somewhat above your knee, 
And yet below your breaſt. 
Oh! let me enter in 
That lovely tender part, 
'Tis beneath your chin, 
1 mean my Sylvia's heart. 


And 
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And if that be too high. 
An humbler fate I'll meet, 


Permit me then to lie, 
Beneath my S /via's feet. 


SONG LXXX. 
The good old Way the beſt. 
Tune, There was an old Woman I tell je, 


E buxom lads and laſſes, 
That carry ſome glee in your faces, 
Conde liſten to me, 
And you all will agree, 
That Swiving each pleaſure — 


The tools of reformation, 

oY out againſt this paſſion, 
And ſhun the four /tars, 

For the ſake of an a—/e: | 

—TIt s a damnable reiro-gradation, 


But, O! when once the're caught, fir, 
And into the pillory got, fir, 

They ſnivel for fear, 

Leſt attack'd in the rear; 
Their A—ſes ſhould ſoon go to pot, fir. 


"Tis odd theſe pious people, | 
(For which they muſt ſurely ſleep ill) 
Should leave the poor church 
In fo woeful a lurch, 
And chuſe to be/hit the fleeple. 


For, ah ! the church, our mother, 
Commands each pious brother, 
His ſeed to increaſe, 
In plenty and peace, 
With woman, it means, but no other, 


5 


Confuſion then to thoſe, ſir, 
Who nature's law oppoſe, ſir, 
May ev'ry diſeaſe, 
On their privities ceaſe, | 
Till they fink to the devil below, fir, 


SONG LXXXI. 
A WELC H DIT TT. 
To the Tune, Of a noble race was Skenkin, 
OT bleſs hur nople K—g, fir, 
And make hur great and wiſer, 
Or elſe*hur foes 


C Will pite hur noſe, 
\ And luck out poth hur eyes, fir. 
4 


0 gife hur wiſdom plenty, 
. ro ſave the land from ruin, 
. To baffle what 


if The French and Scot 
Are now together prewing. 


WT he tefle take em both, fir, 
For England's petter thriving ; 
3 And throw hur net, 
Juſt now they ſit 
Poor England's fate contriving. 


ot pleſs her nople Tuke, fir, 
man of might and mettle ; 
P Hur made 'em ſkip, 

5 And dance and leap, 
ke tumplings in a kettle. 


lay hur with ſword and muſquet, 
Popport the nation's glory, 

3 And drive again, 

The ſcabby train, 

ho now above us ſoar high, 


There's 


_ Cot pleſs hur nople 
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There's Ned of York, his nefew, 


An honeſt poy, hur' 1 warrant, 
Who hates the Scotch, 
And loves a notch, 


And heaven ſend hur ſtore on't. 


Q—n too, 
And eke hur handſome face, 
But out upon 
The ficked rogue, 


That wrote apout hur a—. 


SONG LXXXII. 
The ASSEMBLY V be GODS, 


To the Tune of, Puſh about the briſk bowl, 


Van edict from Fove, all the deities met, 
On the top of Olympus one day, 
To coniult the true means that wou'd pleaſure beget, 
And the bliſs ſtrait to mortals convey, convey, 
And the bliſs ſtrait to mortals convey, 


Great Juno urg'd power and wealth as the thing 
The ſureſt to pleaſe human kind; 


That ſplendor, and empire, a ſcepter, a king, 


Was all that e'er fancy could find, could find, 
IWas all, &c. 


But ſweet ſmiling Venus, the queen of ſoft "FEY 
Diflented from Juno's high plan, 
And ſaid ſhe was certain that beauty wou'd prove 
The gratefulleſt gift unto man, to man, 
The gratefulleſt gift, &c. 


Then Pallas appear'd with her lance and her ſhield 
And beauty ſhe ſaid was a toy, 
That wiſdom alone would true happineſs yield, 
That wiſdom alone cou'd ne'er cloy, ne'er cloy, 
That dont alone, &c. 


Apall 
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Apollo ſaid harmony only could pleaſe, 
That muſic the charm had alone; 

Jo allay ev'ry ſorrow, to ſoften, to eaſe, 

Beyond beauty, or wit, or a crown, a crown, 
Beyond beauty, or wit, &c, | | 


Stern Mars was for ſlaughter, and glory he ſaid, 
Was all that the ſoul could deſire ; 
The {hrill ſounding trumpet and laurel wreath'd head, 
Was a greatneſs the world muſt admire, admire, 
Was a greatneſs, &c. | 


Next Momus approach'd with ſarcaſtical grin, 
And jeering his council addreſs'd, 

If laughing your deities deem not a fin, 
E I'm ſure it would pleaſe 'em the beſt, the beſt. 
= Um ſure it would pleaſe, &c. 


Now reeling young Bacchus appear'd with a bowl, 

And begg'd of the court this requeſt, 

To raſte but his liquor, —and ſwore by his ſoul, 

That wine wou'd pleaſe mortals the beſt, the beſt. 
That wine wau'd pleaſe, &c. 5 


he gods all conſented and took a large ſup, 

And own'd the moſt pleaſure in wine, 5 

Vove gave his command, and the council broke up, 

And Bacchus came down with the vine, the vine. 
And Bacchus came down, &c, 


n wine is compriz'd every joy that we ſhare, 

Lis a friend to wit, wiſdom, and love, 

Wt heightens the fancy, it baniſhes care, 

Lis a type of the bleſſings above, above, 

I 'Tis a type, &c. 
hen circle the glaſs, and in chorus let's join, 
To Bacchus our voices we'll raiſe; 

0 Bacchus who planted the grape bearing vine, 
To Bacchus is due all our praiſe, our praiſe, 
To Bacchus 7s due, &c. | 

e * Tait 
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Hail ruddy gels ! our vines ill protect, 
And thus we'll your bounty repay, | 


fair. 
With hearts, hands, and bumpers, —in ev'ry reſpact, not: 
To Bacchus we'll loudly huzza ! huzza! be v 


node 
him 
gam 


To Bacchus we'll loudly huzza ! 


| E toba 
The celebrated Dutch and German DIALOGUE, . Wee b 
#ween Mynheer Eupharſon and Mynheer Vanſlawken, I Vas 


A” I vas go by de tirteen cantons, dat is de place RPG 
. vere de vas ſell de alomote peef, who ſhoud pe and 
ſtand at de doors, but Mynheer Vanſlaaulen and My. WW dow 
heer Vandyſon. Zo, Mynheer Van/lawkern vas ſay to me, hou 


Y 


vat is de matter you nefer vas go down to de Veen. e 
head, at Tealſea, to play de game at de Dutch rober's, mm 
Zo, I ſay to him, I never vas go dere, but I vill go fone e 
time or anoders. Zo, he zay to me, come now, cone dey 
now, and pring your vifes along vid you. Zo I ſay to hin, Wt ye 
fair, I vas got ne'er a viſe's. Zo he ſay to me, den] fup- Wl ao 
poſe you keep a fauker-womans—ves, fair, ſays I-I vas WW or 


keep a fauker - womans to be ſure, fair. Zo den he 2a to Wi 
me, vel, vel, pring your fauker-womans along vid you. Wi So 
Z0 go into Newkrer's-lane, I feſh mine fauker-womans, E 
and away ve vas go to de Veen's-head, at Teal/ea, yet 70 
py his majeſty's bon-houſe. Ven ve vas come dere, Wil © 
dere vas Mynheer Van/lawken, Mynheer Vandyſon, and f 
his vifes, and his vife's broders, and Mynheer Hosſiniclen, Wi 8 
and his ſauders and moders. Zo Mynheer Lanier © 
he vas ſay to me, fair, I vill play vid you at de Du Wi "8 
robers for any monie. Zo away ve vas go at it, and 


vile he vas look ofer de vall at de younk fauker- Womens * 
as vas to go py—py got, fair, I vas tipp all nine, four Wi -m 
I puſh down mid de powl and five mid de doter hand: WF er. 
—Hey vat de divils iſh de matter now? Vat you tip: Wi © 


all nine? ſays Mynheer Van/lawken :—Yes, fair, fas W 
III vas tip all nine:—by got dat vas not fair, ſays 1 by 
Mynheer Van/awken :—yes, fair, ſays I, dat vas e P 


fair. 
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fair. Vell, vell, ſays Mynheer Van/lawken, I cou'd 
not ſee, I had not eyes in mine aurſe. Zo den he ſay, 
he vou'd play anoder games along mid me, Zo ] play a- 
noder games—and anoder, and-anoder, by got I vas beat 
him every one. Zo he faid, he voud play no more 
games, but voud go into de room behind de bar, and 
hafe a tankard of de ſhmilt beers and baper de ſhmoiſt 
tobacco. Zo in de mean vile, my fanker-vomans vas in 
de bar, along mid de vomans of de houſe, and madam 
Vanſlaabten. Zo de voman's of de houſe, vas ſay to 
mine fauker-woman—-madam vile you pleaſe to come 
and ſhit down by me. Zo my fauker-woman vas ſhit 
down by de vomans of de houſe, and de vomans of de 
E houſe vas ſhit down by mine fauker-womans. Zo de 
E voman of de houſe ſhe ſay to madam Vanſlaauten, and 
mine fauker-woman, ladies, vill you have a trop of a 
trams. Zo by got, they drink five or fix drams a piece, 
E dey vas very ſoper vomens to be ſure. Zo in de mean 
vile mynnheer Var/lawkenvas tumble into a great diſpute, 
about viſh vas de greateſt man's, de El—or of H-a—r, 
Vor de St er. Zo as I vas come from H „ 
mineſelfs, I zay de E— I—r of H—n—r vas a more 
greater man as he, Den Mynheer Var/lawken, ſay, 
pfhaw, pihaw, de E r of H——xr, is no more as a 
boliſh yong voman's, dat vas make me mad as de devils, 
10 J ſay, by Got he is no more as foohſh yong boy, ſo 
you vas a har for dat, den up he vas come to me, and 
gife me a diveliſh dump of de eye. Zo den J go up to 
him, and gif him anoder dump. Zo den he come up to 
me and gife me a dump of de yeek, den I gife anoder 
dump of de yeek, away den we go to it, dare vas dump 

for dump, and plump for plump, till Mynheer Vanſlaau- 

ben vas got me down on de floor. Zo as I vas lye down 

on de floor, vat muſt I do den, Mynheer vas a great tall 
MW groſs man's come ſan, and I vas a little ſpare man's 
come ſav. So by got, a commical thought vas come in- 

to mine head, dat I vou'd bite de Daſhman's noſe. Zo 

by Got I turn about, and I bite his noſe troo and troo,— 

Donder and Blacſen ſay Mynheer, vat is you pite a man's 


L 2 noſe 
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noſe No fair, ſaid I, I did not pite your noſe, By Gt 
ſays Mynheer Van/lawker, you vas a tammd lyar, if 50 
ſay you was not pite my noſe. Zo I ſay, indeed ſair, | 
did not. Donder and Blackſen you he you dief, gy}; 
ſee now yentlemens, how it vas hang dingle dangle, 2 
way and de oter by a litel bit of ſkin, Zo den all de 
yentlemens ſay, it vas a damt ſhame dat one man ſhoug 
pite anoder mans noſe. Zo one yentlemans vas cons 
and gife me a dump, and another came and gife me 


dump, by got dey ge me ten hundred touſand dump, 


nd kic'k me out of de company. Zo as I vas go doyn 
ſtairs, I zay murder! murder! Zo who ſhou'd come 
but an Zrgli/hman's, as I vas know ferry vell. Zo I ſi 
to hun, come along mid me, here is Mynheer Vanſſu. 
ten ſays, I hafe pite his noſe—O G—t d—m his plot 
iays de Engliſhman, tell him he pit his noſe his own ſelf, 
by Got I tought it vas very comical, dat a man ſhoud 
pite his own noſe : however I know de Eng/i/mans yu 
very good at de dumps, and de plumps, he vas bet: 
nine or ten Du/hman's preſently ; I vas run in, dere! 
dere! ſays I, Mynheer Van/lawken, you vas a black: 
guard, you vas a ſcoundrel and a diefsman, you fay 
vas pite your noſe, by Got fair, you pite your. ow 
noſe your own ſelves, Got tam mine ploods yet: 
tlemens, fays Mynheer ./Van//awken, here is a black 
guard, here is a ſcoundrel !—Now yentlemens, I vill be 
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brogenbrooks, he vas come in, O yentlemens, yentle- 
mens, ſays he, vat is de reaſon of de damt noiſe and bot- 
rerations. Come, come, ſhit down, ſays he, I vill giff 
| © you a pit of a dutch ſong. Zo den dey all call ſilence, 
5 for Mynheer V andondermans ſong, and Mynheer Van» 
E doudermans, he vas begin, | | 

| Yonk coop macarmus _ 

My moiſnet haven con gelt, . 
Eftſoon ye vel macarma ſcope ; 

Myre gelt is out o' mine ſack alofe, 

Yonk coop macarmus, 

My moiſnet hav'en con gelt. 


SON G LXXXIV. 


Sa RE 
8 1 


7% FEMALE BARBERS: A Tarr 
7 A SSIST me, muſe, while I relate 
| A moſt uncommon arch debate, 


Between ſome ladies, all of faſhion, 
Which caus'd the town great conſternation. 
But for the dames it happens well, 


Their names nor you nor I can tell. 5 
[| WE The affair, for let the truth be ſpoke, 

Was hinted firſt by way of joke; 

he matter this, in a meer jeſt, 


Jo ſee which of them had The beſt. 
That ſame which they had heard the met: 
Toaſt o'er and o'er, and o'er again. 
Her's promis'd beſt, they all agreed, 


Who'd got moſt hair upon her head. 
Then being reſolv'd the truth to know, 

WE They, one and all, agreed to ſhew. 
And ſo they did. But well. What then? 
They did not /hew before the men. 
with them their modeſty goes farther, 


They hardly let them ſee a garter, 

Each digitift cry'd out, look there ! 

But ſo much fell to one dame's ſhare, | 

She beat them all beyond compare. 
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She ſhew'd ſo much, that nought is truer, 
Fam'd Berenice had nothing to her. 

The vanquiſh'd females firſt admir'd; 
But ſoon with jealous envy fir'd, 
Upon her back the victor flung, 
But what they did no modeſt tongue 
May tell. Howe'er 'tis not deny'd 
They robb'd her of her boaſted pride. 

So Sampſon was of old diſgraced, 
And loſt his ftrength. She, tho' defaced, 
Being by odds the better chriſtian, 
Could bravely dare the mighty Philiſtine. 

Not leſs the theft when ſons of Greece 
From Czlchis ſtole the Golden Fleece. 


Fleece! The proverb ſays, „thou fool, 


«« To the goat's houſe go ſeek for wool.”) 
Yet Jaſon ſure had more to brag on, 

For here we find no watchful dragon; 
But one abſorb'd in prieſtly eaſe, 

Who ſlept, 'tis faid, a dozen days; 

Nor once afſum'd Hans Carvel's ring, 
Nor ever dreamt of ſuch a thing, 

The merry Greeks then. ſtole his treaſure, 
The bet in Europe beyond meaſure, 


Twelve times the friendly lamp of night: | 


Had ſhed around her pallid light, 
Guiding the lover to his fair, 

Ere he had miſs'd a fingle hair. 
Whether, adopting Shandy's notions,. 
The clock directed all his motions ; 
Or whether 'twas in time of Leut, 

A ſeaſon erſt in faſting ſpent; . 
Or had been hurt, for it might ſo be, 
And could not like my uncle T. 
Or did not chuſe, which is more worſe, 

To make his wife his. Hobby- Hor ſe. 
Tis certain near a fortnight's ſpace, 


He never knew his wife's diſgrace, 


He 


— 
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He then exclaim'd, Why! — How, my dear? 


Hey! who the devil has been here? 
Say how this came? I'll do you reaſon, 
Defacing's death as well as treaſon. 
The. wife in tears confeſs'd her tale, 
And did the naked truth reveal. 
He ſtood aghaſt, his voice thus falter'd, 
Good gods! my dear, how you are alter'd! 
And cry'd,, 0! Why could they not ſeize 
Hairs, any other hairs but theſe ? 
Then turn'd about, as if alone, 
And nothing did but toſs and moan; 
For tho! his wife he ſometimes ſolac'd,. 
He did not care to do it barefac'd. 

Then ſoon as morn began to ſhine, 
He haſtened to a ſage divine, 
Well ſkill'd in matrimonial laws, 
In order to propoſe his cauſe, 
He told his ſtory in a raving, 


Talk'd of his wife—her hair—and ſhaving ; 


And vow'd he'd have full reparation, 
If juſtice lay within the nation, 
But begg'd he would, the caſe being nice, 
Moſt candidly give his advice, _ 
The high-prieſt gravely heard the caſe, 
And looking archly in his face, 
Reply'd, I'd have you drop this ſtir, 
For on yourſelf reſts all the ſlur. 
A fortnight paſs ere find the grievance ! 
Your caſe, fir, merits no relievance. 
Thou ſluggard Levite, does it ſuit you 
Such palpable neglect of duty? 
The text is, as we churchmen ſay, 
As well to watch, as faſt and pray. h 
"Tis not in ſuch things that one can do 
Their buſineſs, Fabius-like, cunctando. 
Beſides the learn'd and pious Sherlock 
Adviſes, take time by the forelock. 
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And tho! you're ſomewhat late at preſent, 
The thing in time will grow more decent; 
For bottoms moiſt and warm ſurpaſs 
All other meads for after-graſs. 
Then wait a while—for you have patience, 
And guard your charge from new invaſions. 
Return, and lay aſide all care, 


She'll ne'er be worſe one ſingle hair. 


SONG ILIXXXV. 


A DUETT,. 


XF 7HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſt; 
Say ſoft confuſion, art thou love! 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And tho“ you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate, 


SONG LXXXVI. 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
- And the meadows. all ſpangled with dew-drops 
behold; | l 
The larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horns chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. 
With the ſports. of the field, there's no pleaſure can vit, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry,, 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court : 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy,. - 
But innocence ſtil gives a zeſt to our joy. 4 
Mil the ſports, &c. | 
OD Mankind 
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Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 


The prieſt hunts a living, the lawy er a fee; 5 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho' often like us they're flung out with dit! grace, 
With the ſports, &c, 


The cit hunts a plum, while the ſoldier hunts fame, 


N The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artful coquette, tho” ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
let in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 


With the ſports, &c. 
Let the bold and the buſy, hunt glory and ak, 


Z All the bleſſings we aſk, is the bleſſings of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro' the woodlands to roam, 
And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 


Vith the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While Jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


8 ON LXXXVII. 


NCE the Gods of the G at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quafhng ; 


Merry Momus amongſt them was ſat as a gueſt, 


Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


On each in the ſynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove; _ 

He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon ove. 


„Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
* Grows grievoully tired of late; 

«© He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
* So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 


Jove knowing the earth on Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his fhoulders commanded the ball, | 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 
And ſhe nb it up high in her hall, | 
Miſs, 
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( 116) 


And tho? you're ſomewhat late at preſent, 
The thing in time will grow more decent; 
For bottoms moiſt and warm ſurpaſs 

All other meads for after-graſs. 

Then wait a while—for you have patience, 
And guard your charge from new invaſions. 
Return, and lay aſide all care, 
She'll ne'er be worſe one ſingle hair, 


s ON G LxXxxXVv. 


A DUE TT. 


WII firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 

Ah! me, what meant my throbbiag breaſt; 

Say ſoft confuſion, art thou love! | 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And tho' you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 
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SONG LXXXVI. 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
- And the meadows. all ſpangled with dew-drops 
behold ; | Der | 
The larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horns chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. 
With the ſports. of the field, there's no pleaſure can vit, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court: 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy,. | 
But innocence ſtil gives a zeſt to our joy. 4 
Mi the ſports, &C.. Ls | 

Co OW Mankind 
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Mankind are all hunters in Various degree ; . 


The prieſt hunts a living, the lawy era fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho'often like us they're flung out with dit; grace, 
With the ſports, &c, 


The cit hunts a plum, while the ſoldier hunts fame, 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 


23 And the artful coquette, tho” ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
let in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 


With the ſports, &c. | | 
Let the bold and the buſy, hunt glory and wealth, 


3 All the bletlings we atk, is the bleſlings of health; 
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With hounds and with horns thro? the woodlands to roam, 


And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full a 


SONG. LXXXVIIL 


NCE the Gods of the Greets, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 


= Merry Momus amongſt them was fat as a gueſt, 


Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


On each in the ſynod the humoriſt droll' d, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ;z 

He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon 7ove. 


« Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
«© Grows grievoully tired of late; 

He ſays that mankind are much worſe than bales: 
* 50 he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 


Jove knowing the earth on Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, | 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in her hall, | 
Mils, 


- 
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Miſs, pleas'd with the plaything, review'd the globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth; * 

Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 


With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; I' 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear: 1 

What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And freedom the found flouriſh'd here, 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this ule, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 

The bloſſoms of liberty gan for to mile, 
And Erngli/hmen fed on the fruit : 


Thus fed, and thus bred from a bounty ſo rare, 
O prelerve it as free as 'twas giv'n ; 
We will while we've breath; nay we'll graſp i it in death; 
Then return it untainted to hear n. | L 


SONG LXXXVIIL 
6-4 * r A N . 
RE CIT ATI VX. 


COME conrtly youth whom love inſpires, 
8 May ſing of love and ſoft deſires, 
Or ſtring Apollo s tuneful lyre, 5 
To move in melting ſtrain : 
But TI Parnaſus ne'er have ſeen, 
'The God of love or Cyprian queen, 
I know not what thoſe fancies mean, 
A poor and homely ſwain, 


A-1-R. 


T1 know that 7 went to the fair, 
The miller's daughter Moll was there, 


Her beauty made me gape and ſtare, 
A woeful * for Jebn. 


— 


1 
fell in love upon the place, 
I told her my unhappy caſe, 


Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd away her face, 
- And bid me get me gone, 


My heart went bumping in my breaſt, 
It broke a ſcore of ribs at leaſt ; 
The live long day I take no reſt, 

Nor cloſe my eyes at night. 
I am ſo bad at times that I, 
For aught I know may come to die; 
It ſhe keeps on her cruelty, 

I am in doleful plight. 


8 O NG LXXXIX. 
WONDERFUL SONG. 
Tune, A Cobler there was, &c. 


HERE was an old man, and that's not uncommon, 
But if they ſay true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho' quite incredible, I have been told 
He was rock'd in his cradle, but age made him old, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


Whene'er he was hungry, he {till wanted meat, 

And if he cou'd get it, was certain to eat ; 

When thirſty he'd drink, if you'd give him a pot, 

But his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 
Derry down, &c. » | 


He ſeldom or ever cou'd ſee without ſight, 
And yet I've heard ſay, he cou'd hear at dark night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time tis ſaid, 
Sometimes ſound aſleep as he lay in his bed, 
Derry down, &c. 


His face was the ſtrangeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if 'twas not waſh'd, it was quite clean ; 
And he ſhew'd all his teeth if he happen'd to grin, 
For his mouth it was plac'd between noſe and chin. 
Bern doaun, Ke. 


"Twas 


( 129 ) 
Tas obſerv'd that his tonguene'erlay till as he talk'd, 


Tho' he mov'd both his legs and his feet when he walk'g. 


Then his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd burlt, 


For one leg or other would always be firſt, 
Derry down, &c, 


When this whimſical piece, had a river to croſs, 
If he cou'd not get over, hg ſtaid where he was; 
And tho' he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Yet was always ſo luckly as ne'er to be drown'd. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down, | 


SONG XC, 
Cruel maid, thy ſcorn forbear, 
Nor thus my tender boſom tear, 
With agonifing ſmart; 
My ſoft complainings hear, 
. Behold the falling tear | 
Ah! judge what anguith rends the heart: 
Come, God of Love aſſert thy ſway, 
And make the fair thy laws obey 
Till ſoft relenting, 
And kind conſenting, 
_ Eaſe the raging pain 
I feel from her diſdain. 


7 


SONG KXCL 


. 


HILE each love - ſick ſcribler to dreſs up the fair, 
Will run for a garland the Devil knows where 
Of her mind and her perſon they tell us ſuch lies, 
That you think her a goddeſs juſt dropt from the ſkis, 
Derry down, down, down, hey derry down, 


Tho' ſatire I mean not, ſuch praiſe I deteſt, 
Yet my fair ſhall be ſung of as well as the reſt, 


= 3 4 


ALPS LIE 2 
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And while with my pen faireſt truth goes along, 
doubt not but Bez/ey will liſt to my ſong. 
Derry deaun, &c. 


Tho' her eyes are not light'ning to ſet us on fire, 
Yet their beams are as bright as a man can deſire ; 
| Tho! nor lillies nor roſes her cheeks overſpread, 


What's better, there's true fleſh and blood, white and 
red, 


Derry down, &c. 


Her perſon” O majeſtic, yet 4 withal, 

Not ſo ſtrait as a cedar, nor nothing ſo tall; 

To ſay that with Venus ſhe vies for her air, 
Since I never ſaw Venus, I cannot declare, 
Derry down, &c. 


Her wit is ſtill juſt in what witty ſhould be, 
Good ſenſe goes in hand with the ſmart repartee ; 
Not prudiſhly ſqueamiſh, nor wantonly gay, 

Yet charming and briſk as the birds are in May. 

Derry down, &c. 


To ſum up the whole, you may ſearch the world 
round, 
A nymph more compleat there can never be found : 
Then ceaſe, ye vain ſcribblers, your flattering lays, 
For Betſey alone is the ſubject of praiſe, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down, 


SONG XCII. 


S Chloe and I laſt midſummer day,” 
X Together tripp'd over the plain; 
in leaping the ſtile I ſaw ſomething ſo gay, 
[ wilh'd J had ſeen it * 1 
1 wiſh'd, Ke. | 


When both were got over, my mind I made known, 
She W look d, and cry 'd—ſwan, 
M 


a 
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Tu ver you ſaw, then ſhe feigned a frown, 
ou never ſhall ſee it again, 
You never, &c, 


'Th-, 
T* 
F 
Ay longing, the further I went, grew more keen, 
80 J ftruggled, and CHloe ery'd.-ſwain; ; 
Nay fie, Damon, fie, tho“ by chance you have ſeen, 

You never {hall ſee it again. 

You never, &c. © 


At length I o'ercame her, and on the green graſs, 
She lay like a lamb to be flain; 
The fall threw the cloaths o'er the face of the laſs, 
And then I beheld it again. 
And then, EC; 


But gueſs, ye young ſhepherds, how vaſt my ſurprize, 
When it was diſcover'd ſo plain; 
I look'd, and I long'd, and I bleffed mine eyes, 
And was pleas'd I had ſeen it . 
And was pleas d, &c. 


What afterwards happen'd, I never ſhall tell, 
| But Chloe, dear Chloe, cry'd—fwain, 
J vow and proteſt now I love you ſo well, 
When you like you ſhall ſee it again, 
When you like, &c. 


SONG XClII. 
The Roaſt Beef of Old England, 
A AN T AT A. 


Taken from a celebrated PRINT of the ingeniou: 


Mr HO GAR T F. 
RECITATLIYE, 


1 at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 

A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grand/ire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took : 


Bending 
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On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good father Dominic? by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd; 

And as the ſolid fat his lingers preſs'd, 


He lick'd his chaps and thus the Knight addreſs'd. 


AIX. 


A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &Cc. ) 


Oh rare roaſt beef ! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garnifh'd to my ne, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury fave thee, 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 

On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much more thy taſte doth exceed 
Soup meagre, frogs and ſallad. 


R ECITATIYV E, 


A half- ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen ; 


Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 


And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſn food. 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 


Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Lo: 


He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 


And . in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 


4 1X. 
Foot's Minuet. * 


Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee vonder. 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
M 2 


ED mug N — — ” 
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| . 
T. Sar it be de roaſt beef from Londre; 
The. Oh! grant to me von littel bite. 


T* But to my guts if you give no heeding, 

And cruel fate dis boon denies; 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return and let me feaſt my eyes. 

RE CIT AT IV E. 

lis fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 

Whoſe brazen front his country did betray ; 

From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread : 

Soon as the well known proſpect he deſcry'd, 

In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd. 


I ̊ . 
Ellen a Noon.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to rite, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
| My joy that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls, runs out at my eyes. 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah ! hard-hearted Lewy ! | 
Why did I come to you: 
The gallows more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving, : - 


R E CITATIV E. Fog 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſat, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark. he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide, 
With lifted hands, he bleſt his native place, 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


1 
„ 
| (The Broom of Comdenknows.) TY 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 

To ſee ſuch meat :as can't be gat, 
When hunger 1s ſo great, 

O the beef ! the bonny, bonny beef, 

When roaſted nice and brown; 

I wiſh IJ had a lice of thee, 

How ſweet it would gang down, 


. Ad. Charley hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the de' el had pick d mine ey'n, 
: E'er I had 7 wi' my. 


O the beef}, &c. | 
RKECITATIVE: 
But ſee my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite; | 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George s throne,. 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known, 


Tho? Britains fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing, 


E X. 
(Roaſt beef of Old England, * 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he cou'd quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England. 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma who ſtood by like a. knowing old dame. 
Cry'd, © Son, to attempt it you're ſurely too blame.“ 


0 the roaſt bee, &. 


( 126 ) 


But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt, 

| An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 

Wi = ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burt. 

. | O the roaſt beef, &c. 
| 


Then Britons be valiant the moral i is clear; 
The ox is 0/d England ; the frog is Monſieur ; 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we never need fear. 


a the roaſt beef, &c. 


5 For while by our commerce and arts, we are able : 
lh To ſec the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
ll The French may e'en burſt like the frog in the fable, 


[ll O the roaſt beef of Old England. 
\ | : And O the Old Engliſh roaſt bees, 
il 
| 


SONG XIV. 


REC. IT AT IV R. 


ARK ! the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gays. 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 


Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


A I R. 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high ;. 725 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 


The ſteed nei us to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good, 

Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the pard and, the boar; 

Ruddy health bloom'd each face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence 


) 
Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd ; 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man make a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


With the chaſe in full ſight, 
Gods, how great the delipht, 
How our mortal ſenſations refine; 
Where is care, where is fear, 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my. brave boys, 
Lo! each pants for the joys, 

That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then, at eve we'll diſmount, 

| Tolls and pleaſures recount, 

And renew the chace over the bowl. 


SONG Xcv. 


NCE fair Tenducci ſung, whilſt filent on the ſtairs 
() Suſanna oft had hung inchanted with his airs 
So raptur'd was the maid, they thought her mad paſt cure, 
For all ſhe ſung or ſaid, was, he's an angel ſure, 


John oft had Suſan woo'd and ſigh'd at ev'ry pray'r, 
In vain dear 77 purſu'd, whillt the was light as air: 
Soraptur'd was the maid, they thought her mad paſt cure, 
For all the ſung or ſaid, was, he's an angel ſure. 


Dear Suſan do but try, and you will ſoon confeſs 
The joys in him you find, than what I'll give you leſs; 
Dear Suſan do but try, how charming I can play, 

On any ſtrain you'd die, and dying melt away. 


Do what you will cry'd ſhe, but ſee ſuch joys you give, 
Or nc'er pretend to fee my face more whillt you live: 
5 | | . Fehn's 
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55 
John's inſtrument in tune ſo willingly comply'd, T 
Sighs at each pray'r, and ſoon melted away and dy'd. 


Awaken'd from her trance, the ey'd her 70h: all o'er, 
Perhaps you mean perchance to try my piece encore: 
To this thy merry ſtrain, his muſic's all a farce; In 
Play't me o'er again, Tenducci may kiſs my a—. 


SONG KXCVI. 
A WEST Y 


HEN Phzbus the tops of the trees doth adorn, l 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn; 
When the ant'ling ſtag is rous'd with the found, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view, 
Of the glorious game. SS 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed; 
But ah! 'tis in vain, in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe their cries; 
For now his ſtrength fails he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented. hounds,. 
__ Surrounded he dies. 


SONG XCVE. 


T ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
While the trumpet's ſhrill clangour alarms; 
| Let the vallies around with echoes reſound, 

And a terrible claſhing of arms. 


Let rivers of blood run down in a flood, 
While mortals are gaſping for breath; 

Let the brave if they will, by honour and ſkill, 
Seek glory and conqueſt in death. 


} 


( 139-) 
To live ſole and retire is all my deſire, 
With my flocks, and my Cloe poſſeſt: 
For with them we obtain, true peace withont pain, 
And a laſting enjoyment of relt. 


In a cottage or cell where ſhepherds dwell, 
In innocence, freedom and eaſe; 

We lead peaceable lives, who are bleſt with good wives, 
That ſtudy their huſbands to pleaſe, 


What bleſſings below can heaven beſtow, 
Excelling ſuch quiet as this; 
No affliction come here, no grief interſere, 
To leſſen our meaſure of bliſs, 


"7ITH woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
| For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
Each helping the other in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul, 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
1 never ſhall alter my conduct for them: | 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let them have their own humour and I will have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
"Tis the ſpring-tide of life and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 
Thus giving and taking in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould' thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, a 


ONG 


( 130 ) 
SONG XCIX. 
4 SoxG in Love at firſt Sight, A 


Tune, Daniel Cooper. 


ws | INCE I the motly garb put on, | 
. | 8 I've ſerv'd in places twenty; 

1 To brothel with my lord have gone, 

1h To church with lady Daintv: | 
＋ And ſtill for each wou'd pimp and pray, 
WA Think both by turns my duty; 

1 In ſhort, to few things would ſay nay, 
Wl Cou'd I ſecure a booty, 


For this in courts the lawyer pleads, 
The ſailor ploughs the ocean; 
For this the ſoldier bravely bleeds, 


And doctor gives his potion, = \ 
See gilded vice his ſplendour wear, 


Then why ſhould I a phantom tear, 


| 
| 
3 Poor honeſty in tatters; _ 7 
Wen. | | 
| III imitate my betters. 


$0NG C. 


T 88 hill there dwelt an old Pair, 
And it may be they dwell there ftill 
Much riches indeed did not fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
But ſully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts; 
ons _ hter they had and her name it was Bel, 
e was the pride of their hearts. 


Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtrait, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe; 

Her teeth were milk white, full ſmart was her gait ; 

And ſleck was her {kin as a doe: Al 


. * 


All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 


No bit of true blue blue could be ſpy'd; 


A child wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door, 
Its mam it had loſt and it cry'd. 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt ; 

She chaf'd him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: : 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize, 
Why Love, the {ly maſter of hearts; 

No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropt his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd his wings, and his darts, 


uoth he, I am Love, but oh! be not afraid, 
Tho' all I make ſhake at my will, 

So good, and ſo kind, have you been my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill: 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find me till ; 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe; 

The Venus of Totterdown hill. 


4A Diverſion to all PARTY-HEALTHS; or, The 
TUR Union of HearTs, by the Medding-ring if 
Adam and Eve. In TweLve ToasTs, 


Firſt Round, 


H* RE's a health to the Thing, that makes the | 


Union of Hearts, 


Second Round, Here's a health to the Ring, that was 
made for the Thing, that makes the union of hearts, 


Third, Here's a health to the gems that were ſet to 


the Ring, that was made for the Thing, that makes the 
union of hearts. 


Fourth, Here's a health to the Mau, that own'd the 
gems that were ſet to the Ring, that was made for the 


Thing, that makes the union of hearts. 


Fiſth, Here's a health to the Girl, that lov'd the 


Man, that own'd the gems that were ſet to the Ring, 


that was made for the Thing, that makes the union 
of hearts, e | 


Sixth, Here's a health to the Spirit, that mov'd the 


Girl, that lov'd the Man, that own'd the gems that 


were ſet to the Ring, that was made for the Thing, 
that makes the union of hearts. 


Seventh, Here's a health to that Warmth, that raisd 


the Spirit, that mov'd the Girl, that lov'd the Man, 


that own'd the gems that were ſet to the Ring, that 


was made ſor the Thins, that makes the union i 


hearts. 


Ejghth, , 
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makes the union of hearts. 
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Eighth, Here's a Health to that Vine, that rous'd 
that Warmth, that rais'd the Spirit, that mov'd that 
Girl, that lov'd that Man, that own'd the gems, that 
were fet to the Ring, that was made for the Thing, 
that makes the union of hearts, | 


Ninth. Here's a health to that Grape, that gave 
that Vine, that rous'd that Warmth, that rais'd that 
Spirit, that mov'd that Girl, that lov'd that Man, that 


own'd the gems, that were ſet to the Ring, that was 


made for the Thing, that makes the union of hearts. 


Tenth, Here's a health to that Vine, that bore that 
Grape, that gave that Vine, that rous'd that Warmth, 
that rais'd that Spirit, that mov'd that Gzrl, that lov'd 


that Man, that own'd the gems, that were ſet to the 


Ring, that was made for the Thing, that makes the 
union of hearts. 


Eleventh, Here's a health to the Earth, that nou- 
riſh'd that Vine, that bore that Grape, that gave that 
Mine, that rous'd that Warmth, that rais'd the Spire, 


that mov'd that Girl, that lov'd that Man, that own'd 


the gems that were ſet to that Ring, that was made 
for the Thing, that makes the union of hearts, 


Twelfth, Here's a health to that Man, that tilled 
that Earth, that nouriſh'd that Vine, that bore that 
Grape, that gave that Vine, that rous'd that Warmth, 
that rais'd that Spirit, that mov'd that Girl, that lov'd 
that Man, that own'd the gems, that were ſet to that 


Ring, that was made for the Thing, that makes the 


union of hearts. 


All praiſe be to heaven, that made that IIun, that 
tilb'd that Earth, that nourith'd that Vine, that bore 
that Grape, that gave that Mine, that rous'd that 
Warmth, that rais'd that Spirit, that mov'd that Girl, 
that lov'd that Man, that own'd the gems, that were 
ſet to that Ring, that was made for the Thing, that 
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' The COMPANY KEEPER”: ASSISTANT : 4 C 
N of ToasTs, SENTIMENTS, 2 Hou 
OB Ss 


Firſt Claſs. 


M* AY we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults ol 
| proſperity and adverſity, 
That virtue may always be amply rewarded. 
That candour and Aden may always be our govern- 
ing principles, 
May our conſcience be ſound. tho? our fortune be rot. 
den. 
May temptation never conquer virtue, 
' May virtue always prove victorious. 
Decent economy. 
Frugality without meanneſs. 
7 May temporal concerns never break in upon ſpiritual 
uty. 
May power be influenced only by 3 
May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money. ; 
May we be lov'd by thoſe whom we love. T 
May he who wants friendſhip always want friends. 
May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather than 
money. 
Patience in adverſity. 
May we be incorruptible by intereſt, and uninfluenced 
by power, 
May authority be amiable without debaſing its dignity. 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friend 
to nothing but merit, . 
May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles 
but always deſerve it from public ſpirit, 


7 we as Chriſtians, be zealous without e 
blene!s; 
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bleneſs ; ; as ſubjects, loyal without ſervility ; and as 
citizens, free without faction. 

Senſibility without inequality, and paſſions without 
vehemence. 
May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 

benevolence. 
May our virtues be rather the effects of religion, than 
the gifts of nature. 
May we never be infl1enced by Jealonſy or governed 
by inter eſt, 
May ability for doing good be equalled by inclination, 
i May our. benevolence be bounded only by our fortune, 
| May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen by birth, 
deſerve it by their lives, 
8 May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May religion never be a cloak for guilt. 
* May we never praiſe any man to undo him. 
May we never deftroy any perſon's credit to eſtabliſh 
our own, x 
May we never ſet our friend to fale, or our conſcience 
to hire. 
May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, or 
a credulous girl out of her virtue, 
Succeis to the lover, honour to the brave, 
Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave, | 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
: May providence unite the hearts that love. 
- Community, unity, navigation, and trade. 
2 May reaſon be the pilot where love blows the gale, 
al Or prudence the cockſwain, when love fills the fail, $ 
May honour and honeſty always triumph over vanity 
and hypocriſy. 
el BY More friends and no need of them. 
5 May the man we love be honeſt, and the land we 
„live in free. 
8 More induſtry and leſs vanity to the people. 
May we always have a friend and know his value. 
May hemp bind him whom honour can't, | 
N 2 The 


al 
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Ihe two itrangers at court, (honour and honeſty) 
Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt and a 


guin ea, 


The agreeable rubs of life. 
The land we live 1n, 
Life to the man who has courage to loſe it, ? 
And wealth to him who has ſpirit to uſe it. \ 
Healths, hearts, homes and inclinations. ; 
Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful, 
May all great men be good, and all good men great. 
The man who dares be honeſt in the worſt of tines, 
May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs. 
Unanimity in our councils, women and ſc——men 
baniſh'd from the adminiſtration. | 
Health to the members that have the intereſt of their 
country at heart, may the reſt be deaf and dumb, 
May tle honeſt of all a unite and . over 
the knaves of each. 
May our judges be honeſt, our biſhops religious, Our 
— have abilities and integrity. 


O * * AR 
The little theatre in ſmock alley, the principal actor, 


| = the two prompters, every thruſt a fort and hey for 
ihillalee. 


May the lovers of c—t enjoy it when has wiſh, but 
always we it well. 
Merit to gain a hint, and prudence to keep it. 
May poverty never oppreſs nor riches make us proud, 
May the ſtanding man puſh his * and every 
falling woman ſuc - ceed. 
May we never be deceiv'd in the man we think honeſt, 
nor {lighted by the girl we love. | 
C- „a cold room and f- to warm ourſelves, 
A ſpiritual move to all heavy ar—d chriſtians, 
God bleſs the king, may his, meaſures. correſpond with 
the hearts of his people. 
Extravagancy of the child of wit and fancy, be under 


the guardianſhip of honour, 


May Wilkes enjoy liberty for HM us free. © 
May 
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May our life ſpent in acts of virtue, be finiſhed by a 
death ſeaſoned with tranquility, and followed by a me- 
mory full of honour. 


SECOND CLASS; or, Tus Faces under a Hood, 


AY our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt 
expreſſions, | 
The magical monoſyllable. 


Toilſome pleaſure, and pleaſing toil, 


A good Wife, and a great many of them, 

Sweet briars: | | 

Pleaſure: here, and happineſs hereafter. - 

The loſing gameſters. 

May mirth and good feHowſhip, be always in faſhion. 
The road to a chriſtening. | 
May he that made the dev-l take us all. 

Succeſs to our ejectments in love-lane, 

Sun- ſhine and good humour all the world over 


A game at all fours, and whiſt afterwards, 


Perpetual ſpring to friendſhip, youth and love. 

Cupid's pincuſhion. 
ay we never want a friend, and a bottle to give him, 

The baſon that lathers two beards at once. 

A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 

The two friends who weep at parting. - 

The W's, women, wit, and wine. | 

The key that lets the man in and the maid out, 

May every day be bappier than the paſt, 

And every hour merrier than the laſt, - 


* grave that buries the living, and caſts up the 
ad. | | N 


Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

May the ladies fuc—ceed in all their undertakings, 

The ſpring of love and harveſt of enjoyment. | 

The bird in the hand, and then in the buth, 

The bird in the buſh, and not in the hand. 

The'bird in the buſh, and two hard by. | 
| . Delicate 


. arent. 
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Delicate pleaſures, to ſuſceptible minds, 
The female arithmetician, who multiplies by ſub- 
traction, 


The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good claret, 
Love's pick-lock. 
- The ruling paſſion, be what it will, 
The ruling paſſion governs nature ſilt. 
The linen manufacture of Ireland. 
The merrieſt thought we ever thought, 
'The cock m cover. 
The pleaſures of imagination. 
The ſtaff of life. 
Thoſe who love pleaſure, and contribute to it. 


The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. 


The firſt cravat we ever wore, 


May we have in _ arms, whom we love i in our hearts. 
Cupid's black 


The art of ma ing et for children's ſtockings, 
The pleaſure in pleaſing. 

The provident maid. 
May we always be bleſt, þ 

With what we like beſt. | 

Cupid's ring on the middle finger, 

The firſt game ever played at. 

Love after enjoyment, 

All tails but tell-tales. | 
Pleaſure in view but never out of et 
| Love's avenue. 

The nice honſe-maid, (a) 

The miraculous pitcher. 

1 he female architect. (3) 

leaſure we enjoy face to face. 
Horte ſtrong, foxes plenty. 

1155 ſtout, and women healthy. 

The young female chymiſt. (c) 

'The jolly turf-cutters, (d) 

The Iudian exerciſe. (e) 


See page 144. 
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A ſafe voyage to and from Merry land. | 
A milk-white ſkin without erfiling or ſmell, 
A ſcarlet — cap turned up with black lapel, : 
The wiſh of the ſportſman, (F) 
The bookbmder's wife. (g) 
The miller's muſic. (4) 
The baſket-maker's wife, (i) 
The lamb-like laſs, (4) 
Up with the linen, down with the claret. 
_ Cupid's campaign, 
Breaſt work. 
Battering in breach, 
The attack on the cover'd way. 5 
The fair fighter, and he who makes a proper ſeizure. 
May our dying be happy, onr revival ſpeedy, 
May they never want, who have a ſpirit to . 
. The ſportſman well mounted, 
Buckinger's boot, [He had neither legs or arms.) 
May it pleaſe his majeſty, [Toaſted before the 
q—n's arrival] 
May it pleaſe their majeſties. [Toaſted ace the 
| wedding] = 
The felt purſe. 
May the people of Ireland never want 2 | ſanding | 
member in England, and two friends to back him, 
Love's game- bag. 
The ſure markſman, Who can hit a coney amidſt A 
thouſand hares, 
The wonderful root, that grows between two ſtones 
in the iſle of man. | - | 
The rough road to the water-fall. * = 
A condeſcenſion to the ladies, and a ſtanding hvnour 
to the gentlemen. 


? The naked truth. 
5 A diſh of fiſh, (ie. a pretty maid, a generous ſoal, 
and a convenient plaiſe). | 8 
The rule of three. 
The liberty of the preſs, and a favourite volume i in 
A ſheets, 
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The center of attraction. 
A clean avenue to a pleaſant country ſeat. 
The thing. 
The other thing. 
The two things. 
The female ſcalper. 
The point of union of two fond hearts. 
The civil orange that's rough and juicy. 
Long nights and merry tales. | 
PB nd ſhrub that flowers monthly, and is in ſeaſon al! 
e 
The hot houſe ſupported by two ivory pillars, 
What we ſpeak leaſt of, think molt of, and wiſh for 
night and morning, 
The merry piper who dies at the end of. his j Jig. 
What charms arms and diſarms. 


The full furr'd female. 
The judge of a—lize, Ct” - 
The thatched cabin under the hill; 


May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom we kils, 
Adam's firſt thought after he ſaw Eve. 
The meat that beſt baſtes itſelf when it's beſt ſpitted. 
The fair fex, the fair of Waagen, and the middle 
of the fair ſex. 
May we never want courage when put to a ſhift, 
Confuſion to him who goes in and out of a night 
houſe without ſpending. 
May we pleaſe and be pleaſed: 
The neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's veſt friend; 5 
The bird who his life, in that buſh loves to ſpend. 5 
May we dream of. what we like, and enjoy. it when 
we pleaſe. 
The eye that weeps molt when beſt pleaſed. 
The female œconomiſt. (J) 
The upright man, and downright woman. 
The Pruſſian exerciſe, (n 
The beſt of the game. (2) 
The female robber. (0) 
The three jolly companions. () 
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What is loſt in the finding, (7) 

The county of Wicklow ſtyle, (r) 

The union of two hearts. 

The diſtreſſed family, ()) Meyers 

A woman's large and ſmall beauties, (2) 

Ligonter's livery, 

All true hearts and ſound bottom 

The clear rivulet, running thro' the brown bower, 
under the beautiful banks of Miſs 's creek, 

The fountain of love in Miſs B's paradiſe, 

Cupid's ſpicket and foſſet. 

The ſhort bleſſing ? 

Loſt in poſſeſſing. | 4 


THIRD CLASS, Hoz-Noss, 


8 OV E for love. | 
Love fire and frolick, 0 
'F our love for mine, and ours for that of the com- 
pany. 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
Love and opportunity. 
Gaiety and innocence, 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our « withes. 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte, 


Health, joy, and mutual love. 
Love without fear, [ 


And life without care. 
Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in bienditip.. 
Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit, 
Here's you and I, „ : 
And no-body by. 

Peace and plenty. 

All that gives pleaſure, 

Your love and mine, and the Ebel of the company. 
Love and friendſhip. DE, | 
Health, love, and ready-rino, : 
To all thoſe whom you and I know. 
May you live long, and L live to ſee it. 
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SENTIMENTS. 


AY the king of —— beat up the quarters of 


the queen of „and enter the hole of her 
dominion 
2. The royal arch that G—— the th, firſt peep! 
his head through. 


The good ſhip Venus, with a maſt in the middle, 
and a ballaſt of ſtones. 
4. A twilight bower, and a : moſſy bed, 
A willing wench with a maidenhead, 
5. The bloody ſhriek, 
6. Narrow beds, and ſprightly bedfellows. 
7. The durab glutton, | 
8. C— in its flowers like a rabbit ſmother'd in onions, 
9. C- without acl-p, and claret without a head-ach, 
10. Young whores and old wine, alias c—tlings aud 
elaret. 
11. Rough -t and jolly a—ſe. 
12. The hole that makes two a—ſes merry. 
13. The nick that ſets the tail, 
14. F—king without fallacy. 
15. C- on a fox's back, and the clergy i in full cry, 
16, Health ot body, peace of mind, a clean c— and 
A guinea, 
17. May the lovers of c— never want beef and clarct, 
18. A union of parts, and a flow of ſpirits, 
19. The ſtripping of the bark in a maiden foreſt, 
20. The thatch'd cabbin well wattled. | 
21. Red rough c—, black rolling eyes, 
Plump pouting bubbies, milk white — 
22, The three C's, c—t, claret and caſh. 
23. Succeſs to fleſh weavi | 
24. Cupid's cole-hole. 
25. The cock that treads his ben, claps his wings 
and treads her again, 
26, Mr king flouriſh over the face of the earth. 
| 27. Blood: 


"Ns, 
ich. 
and 


ery. 


and 


Tet, 


27. 
28. 


1 


Bloodſhed and battery to all maidenheads. 
C in perfection, 
P— in erection, 


B. in their function, 


5 Fe 
30. 
. 


And all in conjunction. 

Cupid's arrow in Venus's quiver, 

C— and church, and he that can't f— may pray. 
'That which tickles and wets, and what wets 


when well tickled. 


The child of life in the cradle of nature, 
. The centry who keeps at the cockpit command, 


And naked at midnight uncover'd will ſtand, 


Mutual diſſolution. 

Four hams on one ſpit. 

Here's to dying virginity. 

Equal joy in the critical minute. 

. Succeſs to our enſign the ſtandard of pleaſure, 


The brown female reaper who never leaves a 


39. 
handfal ſtanding. 


40. 


The toper who ſtands at the door and ſpews i in 


the parlour. 


41. 


May vigour aſſiſt, | 
To make the youth bleſt, 


Who dare on the nice opportunity ſerze ; 


And may the fair join, 
In am'rous deſign, 


And mutual their aim be to mutually pleaſe, | 


51. 


. Love's orange, and the bowl that receives it. 
Han, Carvel's ring: Prior makes it c—, 

Bath ſbeba's cockpit, where David ſtood centry. 

. A high tide, when the pebbles are overflown, 

. Love's ladle in nature's punch-bowl. 

: Eve 8 cuſtom-houſe, where Adam made the firſt 


. St Stephen s death to all 3 
A warm ham with the beard on it. 

. Shawn-Bwee's night- cap. 

The road to a lady's heart. 


52. A mountain of a—ſe, and a foreſt of hair, 


35. Rem 


on ( 144 ) 


33, Rem in re, or rem in rem. 
54. The plug of love. 
55. Love's grove, 

56. The begoar's beniſon.—[A t cabin, | 
clean ſtraw, and a ſound wench; or, that p— and e- 
may never fail you, 
57. A big plump a—ſe, and ſkin that's fair, 

A grerry-lipp'd c— well thatch'd with hair, 


ExPLANATION of the SENTIMENTS, 


{a * HO well ſcours che yard, and keeps the ſtones Þ 
clean, 1 
(0 Who the {tones can replace, tho” ſhe pulls down 8 
the ſteeple, 
(c) Who extracts the eſſence of life from ſtones, 
(4) One in the pit, and two on the bank. 

(e) Charging on the back, and firing on the belly. 
(Y) Who likes to be well mounted, and is for ſeizing 
the hair. 

Who beſt ſtitches in ſheets. | 
() When the ſluice is ſet open, and the ſtones Call 
to grinding. 1 
(i) Who'll ſtrip 3 the bark, and yet keep the 
wattle ſafe. 5 
(4) Who ſtill wags her tail, as ſhe 1 of the teat. 
(2) Who ſaves what her huſband ſpends. 
(in) Quick mounting and ſpeedy firing, or hedge firi ing. 
() When both ſexes rally. 
( Who makes you ſtand and deliver, 
* (p) C—, p, and b—. 
(q) A maidenhead, | 
r) A ſtake in the middle, and a ſtone of each fide. 

8 Two ſtone blind, and one not able to ſtand. 

: () A large a—ſe, and mall 6c. 
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